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WETPROOF—Special Remington Wetproof shell bodies 
and Du Pont nylon-bonded top seal keep powder dry 
and shell body free from swelling in any kind of weather; 
protect Remington power! 


NA 


> 


PATTERN-PERFECT—Photo shows pellets as they 
leave gun headed for a perfect Remington pattern 
With Remington Flat-Top Crimp you're assured of 
perfect game-getting patterns every time! 


POWERFUL — Remington “Express” #4 pellets go 
clear through 7/8 in. plank at 30 yards, penetrate 593 
in. at 40 yards. And they drill .432 in.—almost hailf- 
way through the plank—at 50 yards! 


REMINGTON “EXPRESS” 





and see what a difference 


Extra Power makes: 


You’ll know there’s a difference when you cut 
down on a big Canada goose. Here’s extra 
reaching power, extra penetrating power, extra 
stopping power all rolled into one. Remington 
“EXPRESS” is loaded to the limit for power! 

No other shell gives you all the game- 
getting extras of Remington “EXPRESS.” 
They have exclusive corrugated, Wetproof 


bodies and strong Du Pont nylon-bonded top 
seals. Exclusive ‘“‘Kleanbore’’ priming pro- 
tects your gun barrel. Flat-Top Crimp assures 
perfect patterns, shot after powerful shot 


The shells you shoot do make a difference, 
so make sure they’re the best—Remington 
“EXPRESS”! 


SPECIAL OFFER: “How to Dress, Ship and Cook Wild Game’”’ 
booklet. To get your copy, send 10¢ in coin to Advertising Division, 
Dept. OL-12, Remington Arms Company, Inc., Bridgeport 2, Conn. 


*“‘Remember—only you can 
prevent forest fires!’’ 


Company, inc., Bridgeport 2, Conn. 








MEN- BOYS! 


LEARN QUICKLY BY MAIL 
From This Famous School 





! RORTHWESTERN scHook 
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Be 
“A and 
Be a Taxidermist! 
Learn Easily, Quickly AT HOME 


Sportsmen!—Mount Your Own Game Trophies! 


specimens. TAXIDERMY makes this possible. 
Our old reliable school will teach you AT 
HOME IN SPARE TIME. Don’t miss this 
wonderful opportunity! Investigate TODAY 
Send NOW for the FREE BOOK. 


OF TAXIDER My 


Home of the Northwestern 
School of Taxidermy. This 
modern 6 story building in 
the heart of Omaha is 
owned and occupied EX- 
CLUSIVELY by the School. 
(Inset: J. W. Elwood, 


Wild-game is disappearing rapidly. Many 
kinds MAY soon be extinct. Mount and keep 
every specimen you get. Kill fewer birds and 
animals. PRESERVE THE GAME—and have 
MORE PLEASURE than ever with just a FEW 


Squirrel 
Lamp 





Large-Mouth Bass 


Founder of the School.) 





Simple As A-B-C 
Our easy lessons are marvels of sim- 
plicity. No long tedious practice; you 
start actual Taxidermy with your 
very first lesson. It’s Easy! It’s Thrill- 
ing! It’s Profitable! Send postal now 
for Big Free Book, and learn how you 
too can learn and enjoy Taxidermy. 
No obligation. No salesman will call. 


Thrilling Hobby 


You will really enjoy Taxidermy. It’s 
the most thrilling and fascinating 
hobby in the world. Makes you well- 
known and popular. Brings you new 
interests and new friends. All real 
sportsmen and nature-lovers love 
Taxidermy. 


Lowest Fee Ever! 
You will be absolutely amazed at the 
low fee NOW IN EFFECT! Rush request 
now for the Free Book so that, if you 
decide to enroll, you can be sure to 
get in on the present LOWEST FEE IN 
OUR HISTORY! Fee is within the easy 
reach of every schoolboy. Many, 
many students more than earn back 
their tuition fee by mounting only 
ONE specimen for others, while learn- 
ing. 











Outdoor Life 
Readers 
Especially Invited 


Mr. Elwood especially invites all 
readers of OUTDOOR LIFE to send 
a postal, or the coupon, for the 
FREE BOOK Today! 


Learn to Mount 
Birds, Animals,Fish,Game Heads 


Double your interest in hunting— 
have a wonderful den and museum 
from your own trophies. Ane eats 
tremendous fun and fas 

tion, with possible BIG PROF ITs, 
mounting for other sportsmen. 


Learn Krome Tanning 


Latest home KROME TANNING taught 
in our lessons. Wonderfully successful 
system. Make fine harness, sole, aoe 
and buck leathers. Tan furs; make 
them up. Many earn SPLENDID 
PROFITS tanning for akace in 
SPARE TIME 


Wild Game 
Not Needed 


You can use common animals and birds; 
amg rabbits, chicks, owls, hawks, 
geons, even frogs. Mount them in 
oon and humorous groups. Real 
Fun; and profitable, too. This is known 
as Craft and Novelty taxidermy; it’sin- 
cluded in our unique lessons. It’s Mar- 
vetous. Write for free book today 


Is Taxidermy Profitable? 
Many write us they earn from $20 to $40 
a week—some even more, mounting for 
sportsmen. Be a taxidermist. Have a 
real trade. Large earnings possible. IN 
VESTIGATE TODAY! 


Beautiful FREE 
k, 48 pages, hun- 
dreds of i 


everything. Melis of 
r 250, students 
pon’ their success. 


Send 


‘ou’ll be amazed when you read this 
b book on Taxidermy, when you learn of 
the fun and fascination and the many profits 
others my in Taxidermy. Then 
self Reine te SEND THe COUPON 
Now AND eh) VESTIGA *—s0 send coupon 
AY! Do i it NO’ 


NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 


1112 Elwood Building - 


Omaha, Nebr. 








JIM, OR.GREEN WANTS 
you 








NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 
. 1112 Elwood Bidg., Omaha, Nebr. 
8 Send me your free  nstented book. This book tells 
@ me how I can learn this fascinating art of Taxidermy. 
4 State your age. 


Age........ 





1 Name. 


§ Address. 
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a future in your present 


PFLUEGER secis 


... preferred by successful anglers for over 
90 years. No gift packs more fishing enjoy- 
ment. Your best value — from $5.50 up. 


18 


On 


je . 


i ad Oe 


the SEA-KING 


THE ENTERPRISE MANUFACTURING CO., AKRON, O. 


America’s best fishermen hove been 
saying “FLEW-GER" for 90 years. 
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Or there was an outdoor-type girl named 
Goldilocks. She had a 22" waist, a 34" bust 
and a Nash Statesman. 

One day she went for a drive in her Nash and 
came to a house beside the road. She went in, looked 
around and found nobody home. So she sat down 
in a chair and waited. 

Pretty soon three bears walked in. One was a 
small bear, one was a medium-sized all-purpose 
bear, and the other was a large grizzly-type bear. 

“Gr-r-r!” said the large bear. ““Somebody’s been 
sitting in my chair!” 

“You ain’t just whistlin’ ‘Dixie’, kiddo,” said 
Goldilocks, and she up with her .30-06 and fixed his 
wagon, while the other bears took it on the lam. 

Then she loaded the big bear into the Nash’s huge 


* Patents applied for 











luggage compartment and drove to a taxidermist’s. 

““My!” said the taxidermist. ““What a magnificent 
automobile! I’ve heard lots about it from sportsmen- 
owners—all about the Twin Travel Beds feature, the 
Airliner Reclining Seats, the sensationally smooth 
ride, the All-Season Air Conditioning,* the—” 

“Never mind the commercial,” said Goldilocks. 
“I got a bear in the trunk, and I want it stuffed.” 

Unfortunately, however, the bear had only a 
superficial scalp wound, and when the luggage com- 
partment was opened he regained consciousness, 
hopped out and ate the taxidermist. 

“That wasn’t the way I meant for you to stuff it, 
stupid,” said Goldilocks, and drove off to the hair- 
dresser, getting an absolutely amazing number of 
miles to the gallon of gas. 


Nash Motors, Division American Motors Corporation, Detroit 32, Michigan 





See All thin new Nash Airflytes: The Ambassador * The Seni * The Rambler + The Metropolitan + The Nash-Healey. 
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SPIN-FISHING 


GIFT KITS 


First Choice for 
Christmas — 


Giving and Getting! 


AIREX NEW 


SPINSTER ual 
MARKY 44 
KIT 


$91 50 


Everything needed for spin-fish- 
ing except the rod. Contains the 
new Mark V reel with full bail 
and extra spool—200 yards of line 
—5lures—leaders—keels—snap 
swivels—line clips and plastic 
float. All in handsome steel tackle 
box. 


THE AIREX 
MASTEREEL 


ARISTOCRAT ‘i 1 “"y 
KIT be 
3395 


One of the best gift ideas for a 
real sportsman. Contains Mas- 
tereel Aristocrat reel featuring 
full bail or manual pick-up—200 
yards of nylon line—8 best-selling 
Airex lures — leaders — swivels — 
keels—line clips and float. Steel 
tackle box. The leader in spin- 
fishing kits. 


VAGABOND KIT °°" 


This handsome assortment in- 
cludes the famous Airex Vaga- 
bond reel. Line—lures—leaders— 
swivels— keels—clips and float — 
everything needed for wonderful 
sport. All in steel tackle box. 


TWO WONDERFUL LURE ASSORTMENTS fal 


es, 
No. 592-10 lures 
specially selected 
and tested for spin- 
ning. Plastic utility 


No. 593—Handy plas- 
tic box contains 3 se- 
lected lures, 3 anti- 
twist keels, 2 leaders 
and 3 snap swivels. ut < & 
$2.50 "et 


See Your Sporting Goods Dealer! 


Prices slightly higher on the West Coast 


AIREX Corp., 411 4th Ave., New York 16, N.Y 
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Room and Board 


In a recent Trail Queries, Harold F. 
| Craft asked how to discourage porcu- 
| pines from eating wooden parts of his 

camp. 

Since 1948 I have had a deer-hunting 
cabin in the center of the Ottawa Na- 
tional Forest in Michigan, which is just 
full of porcupines. In fact, every sum- 
mer I have raised a litter of them under 
the cabin floor, which is about a foot 

| off the ground. Those that don’t get 
killed live there the year around. 

Each fall when I am up there hunt- 
ing I buy a 50-pound block of salt— 
the kind that is used in pastures for 
cattle. I place the block in the center of 
a platform about three feet square, 
made by nailing three-inch boards to- 
gether, which is placed about 10 feet 

| from the front door. The reason for the 


| 


platform is that the porcupines will 
not eat the salt off the block; as rains 
melt the salt it soaks into the boards, 
and the animals get it by eating the 
wood. So each year I furnish a new 
block of salt and a new set of boards. 
After all these years there is not a 
tooth mark on any part of the cabin— 
which, by the way, is all frame.—Wil- 
liam D. Clyne, East Detroit, Mich. 


Old World Sheep and Goats 


I was very interested to learn from 
Jack O’Connor's article The Bearded 
Texan that the aoudad or Barbary 
sheep (Ammotragus lervia) has been 
successfully introducea into the United 
States as a wild animal. This is an ex- 
ceedingly hardy species, as is proved 
by the fact that it is found in almost 
any zoological garden in the world. 
However, these wild sheep cannot stand 
to be turned onto grass in temperate 
climates since they, like the rest of the 


group, suffer from internal parasites. 

My late friend the Duke of Bedford, 
who introduced many exotic animals to 
his estate in England, was extremely un- 
successful with both sheep and goats 
when they were turned onto grass, but 
they did very well in dry corrals. He 
was able to keep only the tahr on grass; 
the argali, moufion, markhor, goral, 
serow, chamois, Persian ibex, and blue 
sheep all went to pieces as soon as they 
were turned out. 

It is to be hoped that the aoudad will 
be given a fair chance to establish it- 
self in a district which is almost iden- 
tical with its wild home in the Atlas 
Mountains of North Africa. The intro- 
duction of some of the other magnifi- 
cent Old World sheep, goats, and rock 
antelope would be a great asset in areas 
where members of this group are lack- 
ing. This continent could be a new 
home for many species which are 
threatened with early extinction in their 
native lands. However, if such a plan 
is ever to be carried out in this coun- 
try, we should guard carefully against 
the folly that occurred when a multi- 
tude of ruminants was introduced into 
New Zealand. 

A fine array of beautiful bovines 
would add greatly to our already won- 
derful selection of big-game animals.— 
James M. Dolan, Bronx, New York, 
NAF. 


Pregnant Garter Snake 


In your October issue you published 
a letter from Ralph W. Marks with a 
picture showing a “pregnant garter 
snake”’ stuck in a hole in an old flower- 
pot. Whoops! Why don’t you take this 
poor guy off to one side and tell him 
that this nonvenomous snake doesn’t 
get pregnant; it lays eggs like other 
harmless snakes. Venomous snakes such 
as rattlers are the “get pregnant’ 
kind.—Jack Hammer, Bakersfield, Calif. 


Editor’s note: If Mr. Hammer will 
consult any good book on snakes, he 
will learn that many nonpoisonous 
snakes, including the common garter 
snake, give birth to living young. Ray- 
mond L. Ditmars’ Field Book of North 














Kentucky Bred your good taste! 
before 
your guests! 


ec el 
Founded 1840 
Pal wie 7 ore 


Over 100 
nas 








ACROSS THE BOARD 


e Fits Your Taste! Kentucky Bred is a Bourbon 


man’s Bourbon—hearty, mellow, very smooth 
—Bourbon at its best! 


e Fits Your Purse! a strictly top-quality 


Bourbon, Kentucky Bred comes to you at a 
down-to-earth price. Try it once — and it will 
become your favorite! 


PARK & TILFORD 


Kentucky 
Bred 


Straight Kentucky Bourbon 





©1954 Park & Tilford Distillers Corp. 


PARK & TILFORD DISTILLERS CORPORATION, LOUISVILLE, KY. * STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY «+ 90 PROOF 
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sleeping in a draft 
tonight may mean a 


at the first 


sign of a cold, take 2 
Bayer Aspirin tablets 
and feel better— 





LZ 


Fast—stopwatch fast! That’s Bayer As- 

pirin! A tablet starts disintegrating almost 
the instant you take it—therefore is ready 
to go to work with amazing speed. 
That’s one reason why Bayer Aspirin 
brings such quick relief from that head- 
achy, feverish feeling ... those muscular 
aches and pains. 
So to feel better fast, keep Bayer Aspirin 
handy. And for soothing relief of sore 
throat due to a cold, gargle three times 
daily with 3 Bayer Aspirin tablets dis- 
solved in one-third of a glass of water. 


Get the best—get 


BAYER* 
ZAS POROINI) 
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This Month’s Cover: Mallards in the Dawn 


Though it looks as big as all outdoors, the scene in the cover picture is 
contained in a wood-and-cardboard box 27 inches wide, 31 inches high, and 
22 inches deep, as shown at right. Photograph was made through the framed 
opening. The balsa-wood drake in the foreground is about five inches long 


f Courtney Allen’s_ strikingly 

real-looking diorama above gives 
you the feeling of being right out 
on the shore, it may be partly be- 
cause the artist picked up much of 
the material for it on the beach 
near his studio at North Truro, 
Mass., on Cape Cod. 

The little island in the fore- 
ground was carved from the top of 
a balsa-wood float. Near grass is 
pitch-pine needles; distant grass, 
shreds of old rope set in corru- 
gated board. The tree is a sprig of 
deer moss. 

The distant hills are cut out of 


art board, beveled to give a 
rounded look. Sky colors are 
painted on a translucent plastic 
screen. Clouds (stuck to the back 
of the screen) are wads of a cot- 
tony packing material used with 
outboard motors. 

As models for the ducks Allen 
used his own mallards, which he 
keeps under a state breeder’s li- 
cense. He carved the ducks from 
balsa, pine, and holly; the two on 
the island are ful] round, the flying 
ones in bas-relief. The wedge 
formation and incoming ducks are 
painted on a sheet of Plexiglas. 





American Snakes lists 16, including 
five kinds of water snakes and three 
kinds of garter snakes. 

Among these the common garter 
snake is remarkably prolific. The young 
usually number from 14 to 40, and one 
brood of 78 has been reported. 


lraqui Adventure 


As a veteran hunter of wild animals 





in mountains I read with much inter- 


| est Charles Elliott’s exciting story Rid- 


ing for a Fall. Hunting in rugged coun- 


| try is thrilling, but the sport has its 


trying and dangerous moments, as the 
following story will illustrate. 

With two friends I was once return- 
| ing from an unsuccessful hunt in the 
mountains of northern Iraq. We had 
separated and I was trudging along 
through a gorge, my rifle slung on my 
shoulder and my eyes on the ground, 
when I was suddenly startled by a deep 
growl. I looked up, and what I saw 
froze me in my tracks, my hair stand- 





ing on end. Several yards away on 
| a 12-foot-high rock, crouched a full- 
grown lion, swishing its tail and re- 
| garding me with the fiercest of interest. 


Though I had encountered a variety 
of wild beasts, it was the first time I 
had faced the dreaded mountain lion. 
I was unnerved, but my instinct told 
me it was time for cool action. 

Dead slow, I began to assume a sit- 
ting position, simultaneously unslinging 
my rifle. By the time I had reached a 
squat, my gun was firmly on my lap, 
ready. And the beast had not moved 
yet. But suddenly it snarled horribly 
and braced to spring. Just before it 
hurled itself at me, I pulled the trigger. 
Swiftly, I stood up and fired again. 
The animal flopped in mid-air and 
crashed to the ground, a bullet in its 
head and another in its side——M. K. 
Piyous, Bagdad, Iraq. 


More Like Texas 


I was greatly amused at Frank Se- 
ver’s account of clocking a California 
jackrabbit at 60 miles an hour. Now, 
if that story had come from Texas, it 
would have been just about right. Here 
in Oklahoma, a speed of 40 m.p.h. will 
overtake any jack.—B. C. Scott, Thom- 
as, Okla. 








You plop your skis in the talcumy-light 
snow, flip your goggles, and push off 
down the slope. Something inside you 
says, “Here we go!” 

That’s the feeling you get at the 
wheel of a new Chevrolet. It’s as en- 
thusiastic about winter as you. You feel 
the crisp surge of either the new “Turbo- 
Fire V8” or two new “Blue-Flame” 6’s. 
And there’s mountain-high performance 
by its 12-volt electrical system. 

New Glide-Ride front suspension 
makes you ride as smoothly as slick- 


ant eee" 


i he th oO 


ee ee ee 
: 


The Bel Air Sport Coupe — just one of 14 
exciting new models in three series for 1955 


waxed skis. And ball-race steeririg (how 
easy can life be?). Tubeless tires as 
standard equipment—they mean greater 
protection when you’re on the move. 

You feel as if you’re looking out on 
all the world, with the new Sweep-Sight 
windshield. And there’s new room inside 
for skiers, parkas and blankets (strap 
the skis on top). 

What’s new with the Motoramic Chev- 
rolet? Everything! 

Here we go! . . . Chevrolet Division 
of General Motors, Detroit 2, Michigan. 


THE MOTORAMIC CHEVROLET 


‘¢ 





MORE THAN A NEW CAR... A NEW CONCEPT OF LOW-COST MOTORING 
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One-time offer on Seagram’s 1955 Sportsman’s Calendar 


will not be repeated! 





ee: 


Yours! For the cost of handling and mailing! 


Wonderful natural color! Ideal for framing! Amer- 
ica’s Top Wild-life Artists represented with six 
magnificent hunting and fishing prints! Get them 
all in your Seagram 1955 Sportsman’s Calendar 
for the cost of handling and mailing! Fill out and 
mail coupon before you turn this page! Don’t miss 
this one-time opportunity! Act now! 


First Come, First Served! There is a limited supply 
of these beautifully reproduced, four-color calendars, by 
three of America’s foremost wildlife artists! They’re ideal 
for gifts and for framing! And they’re yours only for the 
cost of handling and mailing! 


Striking, Action-Packed Scenes! These exciting 
pictures were all commissioned exclusively for Seagram’s 
and are by three of the country’s favorite sports artists — 
W. G. Lawrence (game fish)—Paul Bransom (big game), 
and Charles De Feo (game birds). 


Pictures Better Than Ever — If you’re one of the 
hundreds of thousands who have sent for Seagram’s Sports- 


man’s Calendars in the past, you know how wonderful they 
really are. But this year we believe the artists have surpassed 
themselves. We believe this is the finest set of pictures we’ve 
ever had the privilege to offer. 


Perfect for Framing! Because we know many people 
want to frame these beautiful pictures, we don’t print them 
like ordinary calendar illustrations. These are Talio-cromed 
—a special multi-color process that captures every magnifi- 
cent shade of the originals perfectly —on fine, print-paper 
stock 9” x 12”. 


Perfect for Gifts! Your friends will be as excited as 
you are about the Seagram’s Sportsman’s Calendar. That’s 
why it makes a perfect gift, especially for fishermen and 
hunters. Order several of them. They’re ideal for home, club 
or camp. 


Write today! This is a limited offer, and one you can’t 
afford to miss! Act right this minute! Fill out the coupon and 
enclose 25¢ in coin (no stamps or checks, please). Or, take 
advantage of the special price of 5 calendars for $1.00. 
Remember these wonderful calendars cannot be bought 
except from this one advertisement. It will not be repeated. 
Mail coupon today! 


THE HOUSE OF SEAGRAM 


FINE WHIS 


S@eeeeeveeeneee 


KIES SINCE 1857 


Seagram-Distillers Company, Chrysler Building, N. Y. 


Because of State laws, this offer is not made to 
residents of Georgia, lowa, Mississippi, New Hampshire, 
Oklahoma, Alabama or North Carolina. 


THE HOUSE OF SEAGRAM P. O. Box 1330, New York 46, N. Y. 


GENTLEMEN: 
Cr Jen 


) nee 


numbe 


I enclose 


NAME___ 


ADDRESS. 


(CHECK ONE) 
Seagram’s Sportsman’s Calendars at 25¢ each. 


Please send me: 


Seagram’s Sportsman’s Calendars at special gift rate of 5for$1. 


_in cash (no stamps or checks, please). 





(Print) 


-_ZONE I tne tempt 
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Enlargement of original picture brings this herd far closer than it was 


a canyon. We were in a jeep, with Jense at the wheel, pouring 

on the gas. Tires and dirt smoked beh‘nd us as we spun dizzily 
out of the canyon, cut ‘iround a boulder as big as a house, and 
topped the rim of a mesa. 

“What are we after—antelope or sheep?” I yelled above the sound 
of the screeching vehicle. 

“I know it looks crazy,” Jense shouted back. “But just hang on, 
and I'll show you things you won’t believe even after you’ve 
seen ’em.” 

We were hunting deer in Arizona. We were in the right place to 
find them, too, This was the fabulous Kaibab National Forest, per- 
haps the best mule-deer country there is. Almost any hunter who 
knows one end of a rifle from the other can get his limit. And we'd 
seen deer, hundreds of them. All by myself I could have piled up 
enough deer to feed the whole Navajo tribe for the winter. Any 
sex or size was legal. 


y= McCormick and I were bouncing through the rocky gut of 
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Somewhere in Arizona’s Kaibab 
Forest was the buck I had come 
for. I held my fire and hunted 











But we weren't after just any deer. Personally, 
f wanted the trophy head of all trophy heads. 
That’s a large order to fill, even in the Kaibab. 
Bucks with massive racks don’t get that way by 
letting themselves be stalked by novices. 

Besides Jense and me, our party included Jense’s 
brother Paul, Allan Watkins, and Joy Baldwin, a 
tall, spare ranger whose district in Arizona is 
roughly the size of Rhode Island. Jense and Paul 
are also Arizona boys. 

The night before Jense and I took off in his jeep, 
we were sitting around the campfire, and I asked, 
“Where are the trophy heads?” I knew I'd get a 
good answer. Tnese Westerners don’t mince words. 

Without raising his face, Jense cut his eyes side- 
ways at his brother. Paul continued to stare into 
the fire. Finally he said, “I’ve got an idea, but it 
ain’t very logical.” 

“We ain’t looking for logic,” Joy said. “What we 
want is a spread that’ll fill the cab of my pick-up.” 

“The snows have run ’em out of the high coun- 
try,” said Paui. 

“And the hunters spooked ’em the rest of the 
way,” Jense added. In their normal migration 
from summer to winter range, he went on to say, 
the deer don’t move out of the big timber until the 
first blizzards of the year pile the forest aisles with 
snow. Then they usually browse leisurely through 
the cedars and along the cliff-rose and pifion ridges 
toward the warmth of the canyons that wall the 
Kaibab on three sides. This particular year, 1953, 
because of the extraordinary hunting pressure, the 
deer had moved more rapidly. 

In the first three weeks of open season, some 
5,000 deer had been taken out of the Kaibab. 
More than half of these had been bucks, including 
a few with trophy heads. Lee Hover of Phoenix 
had brought one out with a maximum spread of 
46 inches. 

“Plenty more where that one came from,” Joy 











“IT’S TOASTED” 
to taste better! 


“l always stick to Luckies,” says golf champion Sam 
Snead. “To a light smoker like me, taste is the big 
thing. And Luckies taste better.” There are good 
reasons why Luckies tasie better: Lucky Strike 
means fine tobacco. Then that tobacco is toasted 
to taste better. “It’s Toasted”—the famous Lucky 
Strike process—brings Luckies’ fine tobacco to its 
peak of flavor... tones up this mild, good-tast- 
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ing tobacco to make it taste even better—cleaner, 
fresher, smoother. That’= our story, pure and 
simple: a Lucky tastes better because it’s the cig- 
arette of fine tobacco ... and “It’s Toasted” to 
taste better. So, enjoy better taste—get Luckies. 


LUCKIES TASTE BETTER 


Cleaner, Fresher, Smoother! 
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All along the canyon 


told me. He and I had hunted on the west side of the forest, 
where most of the kilis were made. It was a matter of record 
that 86 percent of the hunters had been successful in those 
first three weeks. After seeing the abundance of deer, I said 
I was surprised that the rest of the hunters had given up 
before getting anything at all. 

“Well,” said Joy, “some of them might not have wanted 
anything less than a trophy. I know a few, like those Tex- 
ans camped under the east rim, who’ve passed up some 
mighty fine racks that didn’t meet their standards.” 

The beginning of our hunt had discouraged me. For 
two days Joy and I had looked for sign, working the open 
pine forests in a foot of snow on top of the Kaibab Plateau. 
We'd scouted where the golden columns of ponderosa pine 
march in splendor across the hills, and we’d gone into the 
draws where oak and cedar thickets jostle one another 
along steep hillsides. We'd crawled along the rims of gran- 
ite walls towering stark and bleak above distant canyon 
floors. 

We’d hunted the ridges, too—long fingers of earth running 
west off the plateau, studded with cedar and pine, thick 
with well-browsed cliff rose. I’d chomped on pifion nuts 
until my paunch was full and I saw a mule deer in every 
scraggly clump of limbs. I could console myself only with 
the thought that anything could happen in these vast and 
isolated reaches. 


Or the third day of the hunt Jense and Paul joined us, 
and Jense became my guide. So here we were now, the 
two of us, tearing along in his jeep across the sage flats 
where ordinarily we would have been hunting antelope, and 
around rocky, picturesque chasms where desert bighorn 
sheep still cling to a precarious existence. 

Beyond the sage and the tier of darkened walls, the 
morning star had faded in the light of approaching dawn. 
The wind sweeping the mesa was cold and filled with the 
bittersweet smell of sage. A jackrabbit scurried out of our 
way and stood up, his ears as big as a mule deer’s, staring 
at this contraption that had dared to invade his wild, up- 
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walls are little grass and sagebrush patches where a cagy buck can hide as long as hunters are around 


land home. Off to the north the mighty east wall of the 
Kaibab Plateau changed from purple to gold. 

I would no more have looked for deer in this country than 
I'd have tried to find a bog-loving moose. But Jense stuck 
to his conviction. ‘Just keep the boulders out of your eyes 
and your powder ready to burn,” he said. 

Suddenly he spun the galloping jeep on a dime and 
jolted to a halt. “Look!” he barked. “Against that cedar 
on the canyon rim.” (continued on page 14) 


It wasn’t the record specimen I wanted, but I was satisfied 





GIVE A TREASURE OF PLEASURE 
IN SILVER OR GOLD! 


- Nal A GIFT OF CALVERT SATISFIES 
like no other whiskey! 

This season Calvert is all decked out for the holidays in beauti- 
ful silver and golden Treasure Chests. And in these glistening 
gift packages is a treasure of pleasure ...a whiskey that is 
always rich and satisfying and truly smoother going down. 
Give Calvert to the very top men on your gift list. They'll 
toast Calvert’s good taste... and yours! 
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_ tere & BoTrieD BY 
Bay ALVERT pisTILLENG CO 
TUSCORE. Mp. Lovist ee ®* 





RESERVE BLENDED WHISKEY — 86.8 PROOF — 65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. CALVERT DISTILLERS CG., N.Y. C 
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Now break the painful grip of muscular 


New MINIT-RUB® 
relieves 
deep-down 
pain fast... 
yet won’t burn 
your skin! 











CONTAINS 3 DOCTOR’S-PRESCRIPTION INGREDIENTS 
- + « PLUS SOOTHING LANOLIN 
When muscle strain or over-exercise leaves 
your back stiff, sore and aching... get deep- 
down relief with new, greaseless Minit-Rub! 
New Minit-Rub combines 3 pain-relieving 
prescription ingredients with soothing lanolin 
—in a special vanishing cream base. 





So its medication starts action faster—faster 
than greasy rubs, faster than pain tablets! And 
unlike harsh-irritant rubs, new Minit-Rub 
won’t burn your skin—yet its penetrating heat 
sensation relieves pain even deep-down. 

Use new Minit-Rub for muscular aches, 
pains, strains—and as a chest rub for cold 
miseries, too. All drug counters, 39¢ and 69¢. 


Greaseless! Stainless! Applies like Vanishing Cream! 








I put the glass to my eye and, in the 
dawn’s light, made out a buck. He was 
a big animal and carried a freak rack 
of two long prongs like those of a spike 
elk, except that the tines rose straight 
above his head. 

“T reckon he’s the first I ever noticed 
with a 26-inch beam and a six-inch 
spread,” Jense mused. 

I was studying the buck in amaze- 
ment through the glasses when he 
stepped out of sight over the canyon 
brow, where there was a long drop— 
almost straight down—to the river. 

The guide grinned. “All along these 
canyon walls,”’ he said, “there are little 
grass-and-sagebrush patches where a 
cagy buck can hide when he has to, 
and you’d never know he’s there.” 


hile we were out of the jeep I gave 

the country around a good glass- 
ing. It is enormously wide and long and 
deep. And from one end to the other 
it is sliced with canyons that you can’t 
see until you’re right at their edges. 
Far to the west a dot moved across the 
mesa. It was another jeep with Allan 
and Paul. They had gone to hunt the 
50 square miles of point flanking Mar- 
ble Canyon. 

Jense was on his knees, studying the 
soft, damp earth between the rocks and 
brush. The sun was just peeping over 
the wavy skyline, and in one of the 
long shadows the Westerner pointed 
out a track as wide as my three fingers. 

“There’s been a buck and a bunch of 
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does along here,’ he said, “and the 
buck could be near as big as the one 
Lee Hover killed.” 

The prints pointed toward the rocky 
border of the canyon. Jense slung the 
glasses around his neck, and I threw a 
cartridge into the chamber of my 
.30/06. Under the rim, the tracks an- 
gled off into a fork of the canyon. We 
combed the sagebrush carefully, peep- 
ing into each rocky draw. 

A quarter of a mile from the jeep, 
we found the deer. They stood on a 
hillside, 300 yards away, watching us. 
Jense spotted them first and I put the 
glasses on them. Ten does and six 
bucks were in the group, led by a patri- 
arch with rugged antlers. He posed on 
a rock above the others, alert, head 
high, for all the world like a mountain 
ram. 

“What do you think?’ I asked. 

Jense shook his head. ‘The very fact 
that you asked is reason enough for 
turning him down. It’s a good head, 
but I think we can find one that suits 
you better.” 

It was the best buck I’d seen in 
many a moon, and my trigger finger 
itched. But I accepted Jense’s word. 
This was his range and he knew his 
bucks. 

The does moved first. Then a ner- 
vous young buck broke into the long 
leaps, peculiar to a running mule deer, 
that made him almost float between 
strides, and the whole herd panicked. 
The big buck watched us with an air 
of indifference, then seemed to shrug 


his shoulders before he stepped over 
the crest of the hill and disappeared. 

I followed Jense back to the jeep, 
wondering if I had let my only oppor- 
tunity of the day slip beyond the range 
of my gunsights. The sun was up 
now, casting its golden streamers high 
on the orange wall to the west and 
suffusing the mesas and canyons with 
an eerie yellow light that seemed to 
magnify the space around us. 

Every so often, as we crawled slowly 
along the lip of a branch canyon, my 
guide pointed out deer climbing the far 
slope. Jense has an eye for game like 
a goshawk. He spotted deer across the 
sage that I could hardly see with my 6X 
glasses. Most of the bucks were small 
and ran with the does and fawns. But 
herd after herd contained four and five- 
point bucks (in the West they count 
the points on one side only) that would 
have been considered good trophies 
around almost any campfire. But not 
one carried the rack we wanted, and 
most of them stayed in sight only a 
few moments before vanishing into 
some hidden canyon. 


hree hours of that, and I was get- 

ting low as a fawn track in the mud. 
Even the jeep seemed to take fierce 
satisfaction in mauling parts of my 
anatomy that I hadn't felt before. 
Then Jense suddenly shifted gears and 
took off like a jackrabbit over the 
rocks and cactus clumps. I had to dig 
in to keep from bouncing into his lap. 

“Looked like a big one!” he yelled. 
“I got a glimpse as he went out of 
sight.” 

We tore down brush for half a mile 
and bounded to a stop. I peeled out of 
the jeep on shaky pins and followed 
my guide’s long stride to the rim of a 
canyon so immense that I took an in- 
voluntary step backward. Far below 
us, the Colorado River snaked its ma- 
jestic course through the canyon. But 
Jense wasn’t interested in the river. 
The buck had turned back under the 
ragged rim and disappeared. 

We stalked cautiously, expecting to 
flush him in every crevice, but some- 
how he had wormed an invisible way 
across a sagebrush patch. I was 
watching for him in the near-by boul- 
ders when Jense caught my arm. The 
buck had reappeared on a rim half a 
mile away, and was studying us with 
his head half over his shoulder. 

I found him in my glasses. His 
spread was better than anything we 
had seen, but one point was crooked, 
where it evidently had been injured 
while in the velvet, and one side of 
the spread seemed heavier and more 
bunched than the other. Jense slowly 
shook his head. 

“Nope,” he said. ‘“‘That’s still not the 
one.” So we turned back along the 
canyon rim to hunt a series of grass 
patches on a step-down below the mesa 
and above a sheer wall that dropped 
2,000 feet into the river. ‘Don’t slip,” 
Jense warned, “unless you want to feed 
the ravens.” 

He didn’t have to tell me that. I was 
putting my feet down as carefully as I 
would have in a room full of live gre- 

(continued on page 127) 





thugs and scalawags over there for 
I bought the whole batch and they’ 
right now.”’ 





“IF THE San Fernando Valley wanted to secede | 
have enough guns here to swing it (but they don’t), 
over 20,000 now. Here are some amazing buys.” 


FRONTIER SINGLE ACTION 


SIX SHOOTER , 


BY GREAT WESTERN 


Now for the first time reproduced in modern steel 
(interchangeable parts). Identical in size, 

weight, all details, to the famous Peacemaker" or 
single action army model of the last century. 





Vo" BBL 5/2” BBL 
“The Gun That Won The West” “The Famous Frontier Model” 





4%” BBL 3Y; BL 
“Nineteenth Century Favorite” ah e cay 3s Model” 


NOW IN STOCK IN THESE CALIBERS: 
357 ATOMIC (fires new .357 Atomic ammo., also .38 
S&W Special and .357 Magnum cartridges)... .$125.00 
.45 LONG COLT 





FE Ee les necvcettaseaabeentcteebens $125.00 
-22 (In 5%” Bbl. only. Fires short, long, long rifle. A 
sensational accurate weapon)................. $ 84.50 


BUSCADERO BELTS 





Double-weight cowhide—the finest ever made. Please specify 
bbl. length, waist size and caliber of revolver when ordering. 





PLAIN—SINGLE HOLSTER ........cccccccccccece $35.00 
CARVED—SINGLE HOLSTER ........scceeeeccccees $65.00 
(Specify right or left hand) 

PEE —TWO TOLGTERG. 2 os cvcvvcccdcocesccocecece $45.00 
SARVED—TWO HOLSTERS .......cccsccccccsccccees $75.00 
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book is twice as 
graphs of a coup 


and descriptions o 
guns start in with 
the crossbow 
modern times. T 
SALE FROM M 


Now here’s my deal for you. Some time ago I got word 
Hr Scotland Yard wanted to unload a rogue’s galiery fuil 
of pistols and revolvers that they've been lifting off cr 
the last fifty years. 
re sitting out back 










“HAVE YOU SEE 
CATALOG—IF NOT SEND 2 


which sold for $1. 
and USED MODERN 


and go right up 


PRICES THAT YOU CAN AFFORD.” 





FRONTIER MANUAL 


My complete new book on the Frontier 
Single Action Sixshooter—includes a 
book length history of the 
maker,’’ The Quick Draw, Questions and 
Answers. All info. on the Great Western 
Frontiers, gold and silver presentation 
models, gun engraving, special 

grips available. A mine of infor- 

mation about the Frontier era, 

fully illustrated 








postpaid | 


YOUR OWN CUSTOM SPORTER 


Hy Hunter’s Complete Kit 
MODEL 98 MAUSER ACTION, 


0 only, special purchase. Good 
condition $14.95 
MODEL 95 MAUSER ACTION, 
200 only, same special purchase 
as above. Good cond $9.95 
WEATHERBY WALNUT STOCK, finest custo vo sporter de- | 
sign and WEATHERBY World Famous Barrel. . $44.50 
CHOICE OF CALIBERS. With Model %8 Action: 
300 Sav., .308 Win., 7MM; v ith Model 95 Action 
7MM, .35 Rem., .308 Win 57 Roberts 








30- 06, .270, 
.300 Sav., 





COLT NEW SERVICE 
.357 Magnum 6” Bbl. Very good 
condition. An excellent buy .$69.50 


COLT .38 S&@&W Cal. 5” Bbl., 


good cond. 








COLT 45 AUTOMATICS 


SMITH & WESSON .38 


made by Ithaca & Rem- S&W Cal. 5” Bbl., good 
ington. Very good con. cond. These are beauti- | 
You don't see this price ful gums ....... $39.95 


every day ........ $38.95 


COLLECTOR’S SPECIAL 


AF * 
. | 


a 5 
pean military 
and unusual 


Special purchase 
of antique Euro- 
revolvers in rare 
Each one 





calibers. 


from a different country. Fair j 
CU 3 for $28.50 | 
6 for $50.00 | 


JAPANESE NAMBU 
8mm AUTOMATIC 


Good cond. This is a famous 
souvenir and a remarkable 
weapon. Not too many on 
WG se vin anemoctevies< $19.95 


RUSSIAN COMMUNIST REVOLVER 


7.62MM, good souvenir, these came a long way. Good 
condition 


“| BOUGHT A STABLE FULL OF GUNG FROM SCOTLAND YARD” 


“Some of these guns are so old they look like they had 
bows an‘ arrows traded in on them. Some of 
guns I never even heard of. They aren't in mint condition 
but I can guarantee that they were kept inside all this 
time (not out in the yard). 

“T’ll ship you 2 of these guns to hang on your wall for 
$17.00 or. three for $23.00 together with a notarized personal 
letter from me verifying their origin. If you don't like "em 
you can ship ’em back and I will refund your money.” 


them are 


TWO DIFFERENT 


SCOTLAND YARD GUNS 


FOB BURBANK 


THREE DIFFERENT 
SCOTLAND YARD GUNS 


FOS BURBANK 


REMINGTON CARBINE 


| S. American cavalry weapon. 
*Peace- | condition. Collector's piece 


7MM rolling block. Fair 
$18.50 


REMINGTON RIFLE 


S. American footsoldier weapon, 
Fair condition. Collector's piece. 


WW 


BAYARD .32 AUTOMATIC, 
small as a .25. This is the 
world’s smallest .32 auto. 
pistol. A special. Good ss con- 
dition .. . $29.50 


a 


CESKA .380 Cal. AUTO- 
MATIC, a fine example of 
Czech gun making. Good 
condition 





FEMARU AUTO PISTOL, 
Hungarian secret police 
pistol. .32 Cal. Very modern 
design. This is a leeeces of- 

$19.95 


| fering .... 


7MM rolling block. 
$14.50 


BROWNING .32 Cal. AUTO 
—You've always Mog “a 
Browning Here's ur 
chance. You won't see them 
at this price again. Good 

+--+ $27.50 


condition .... 


saw BREAKTOP, 44 Rus- 
revolver. Used in 
late Frontier times. Espe- 
cially preferred by Buffalo 
hunters. Fair cond... .$38.50 











LE BASQUE .32 Cal. AUTO 
PISTOL, powerful close-in 
shooter. Deadly accurate 
Fine Spanish make. Good 
condition ......... $18.50 


MISCELLANEOUS EUROPEAN AUTO. PISTOLS — too 
many small quantities to list here. Good for home protection 


Ammo. 


MODEL 98 MAUSER 


available all over. I'l guarantee a good one 


at $18.50 


30-06 or .270 Cal. bolt action rifle. 24” 
new Weatherby barrels and Weatherby stock 


sporters, less sights. These are limited. Don't wait 4 

QUUED sccdrcddtop doc cevcustesévecceuns P pe sovwad 

S&4W TYPE SPANISH—breaktop .455 Cal. Good condition 

Here's a powerful shooter you don’t see in many collections. 

We stole these.......-ssseereee we $9.95 
LUGERS! 


DEN SPECIAL-LONG GUNS 
—Just purchased 5000 misc. 
rifles made in every country 





LS HOW TO JOIN THE AMERICAN GUN COLLECTORS’ 
N MY NEW 1955 GUN 


" “This send a deposit of 
big as my 1954 catalog want to buy 
It has actual photo- 


le thousand ANTIQUE 
guns plus listings 
f hundreds more. These 
models made right after 
throvgh 
ALL FOR 
AT GOOD 





i HY HUNTER 


HEY ARE 
Y STORE 





payable to Hy Hunter. 


3029 West Burbank Blvd., 


CLUB. 


pay as much as you want each month (up to 12 months). 
We =m ship immediately after last pay ment. 


Burbank 57, California 


NAVAL MODEL, &” Bb! 
9MM. Good cond. You better 
order air mail special if you 
want to be sure of these 


+ $57.50 


LUGERS! 

ARMY MODEL, 6” Bbl. 9MM 
Good cond. Order air mail 
species ....sese eeceses 


WEBLEY! 

MILITARY Revolver, 455 

Cal, the famous British serv- 

ice revolver. Good condition 
$12.50 


in ai world We nab: ne two 
ik $1 2 for 


$20.00, Stor $25.00. 




































IT MAKES A NICE CHRISTMAS PRESENT."* 
HOW TO ORDER GUNS: Send money order or check made 

If you want something sent ( 
%. EASY PAYMENT PLAN: 
an expensive gun you can send 10% down and 





*.O.D. 
If you 
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HUNT AT 20 \ im 


“ROYAL WORCESTERS” 
The ONLY insulated boots 
made of leather! 
wanted 


insulated to keap your feet 
Amazingly 


the boot you've always 
leather for comfort 


en in sub-zero weather. 
sllent, too! 
i of moccasin of 
top, rugged 
e stormwelt. Sc 
break them in. Ideal 
Worcesters’’ at your sport- 
Jay. If he can't supply y 


to order ONLY 


1695 


itisfaction 
|! WORCESTER SHOE CO. 


Worcester, Mass. 


@ amazing 


76 Hammond St. 


Please RUSH pair 8” insulated leather | 
“Royal Worcester” boots, plain toe ( ) 


moccasin style ( }, size.......... width 


I enclose check [[] money order 


for $16.95. 


HERE’S A GIFT for the lady of the house. 
A matched set of eight Martex terrycloth 
towels, with an inlaid Fleur de Lys pattern 
includes bath towel, guest towel, face cloth; 
and five solid-colored complexion towels to 
match. Colors: charcoal, aquamist, pink, 
sunflower, brass. Set $8.00, from Carson, 
Pirie, Scott, State Street, Chicago, Illinois. 

















JACKETS, COATS, GLOVES 
made from your DEERSKINS 4 


MOCCASINS, PURSES, 
PERSONAL LEATHER GOODS 
Send us your Deer, Elk or Moosehides. 
We'll tan them and make fine custom- 
styled useful and luxurious items. . . . 
We also accept your tanned skins. 


JACKETS as low as $7.50* 
Gloves and Mittens from $.65* 
Fastest & Finest Deerskin Service Anywhere 
90 DAYS irom Raw Hides to finished item 
QUALITY CRAFTSMANSHIP 
NEWEST 1955 STYLES 
You can also buy any catclog item custom 
made for you even if you don‘t hunt or 
have any skins to send in 
*Plus nominal tanning cost 
New FREE Catalog Shows 
over 100 items with Prices. 
WRITE FOR IT TODAY! 


INC. cael 


MILFUR, Nee 


Name 
Address 
City 
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TURM-SPORT 
The Lightest . . Odorless . 


FOLDING STOVE 


in the world! 


. No Pressure 


Weighs only 2 pounds 
ONLY $695 Postpaid 


7 Money Back Guarantee 
You won't find a safer (no pressure) odorless 


new, imported TURM-SPORT, burns with 
denatured alcohol, leaves no smudges. 
Easily adjustable, it weighs only 2 
pounds, cooks as quickly as with 
gas, holds large pots. Brass tank 
holds Y% pint alcohol, gives 3 
hours of cooking. Beautiful 
bronze finish. Perfect for pic- 
nics, camping, fishing, hunting 
trips and indoor emergencies. 
Closed size 74%," x5." deck : 

Send for FREE Litera 


LARCHMONT IMPORT TRADERS 
Dept. OT-1, 11 Addison St., Larchmont, N. Y. 


folding stove than this one. This is a rim [ey 








THIS GUN RACK combines practicality with 
good design. The sturdy, black wrought iron 
will last a lifetime. Rubber pads protect 
gun’s finish. Add-on units available. One 
gun size measures 19” x 27”, $9.95; two 
guns, 29” x 27”, $12.95; three guns, 39” x 
27", $15.95; from Driscoll & Son, South Long 
Beach Road, Rockville Center, New York. 


—_ 


THE OUTDOOR CHEF will like this barbe- 
cue set. Food turner, fork and hollow-ground 
8” French Chef knife are stainless steel, with 
Pakkawood handles. Won’t chip, rust or peel. 
Each piece 21" long for easier handling 

. rawhide thongs for hanging. $12.95 
postpaid, from Best-Value Sales Co., Dept. 
OL, 270 West 39th Street, N. Y. 18, N. Y. 














£3 “thanks Santa, for the ¢ 
SS RUSSELL MOCCASINS” 77~ 


mm 
NY A real treat for any feet! Russell’s famous 


; 


Send for 
Catalog 


Oneida Moccasin, hand-sewed to your 
measure from fine quality leathers. 
Perfect for fishing trips, boating, 
vacationing, or just plain loafing. 

Sizes for any member of your 

family. See your dealer or 

write the factory direct. 


True Moccasin Construction 


y W. C. an G 
MOCCASIN CO. 
sy 


8 Park Ave. 
Berlin, Wis. 


NO a a 




















GUARDIAN OF YOUR PENNIES, this bull- 
dog bank will hold a lot of change. He has 
a real lock and key on his collar, for extra 
protection. Stands about 12” high; in 
natural colors, it's very realistic. Thrifty 
youngsters will love it. $5.95 postpaid, 
from Village Vendors, 11733 Barring- 
ton Court, Los Angeles 49, California. 
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A COLLECTOR’S PIPE is this hand-painted 
beer garden porcelain pips. The Viennese 
filled the brandy well (at base of bowl) 
with brandy. Smoke picks up flavor. Three 
sizes: small (10 long) $1.98; medium 
(12” long) $2.99; extra large (18 long) 
$4.95, postpaid, from Wally Frank, Dept. 
OL, 344 Madison Ave., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 








With 


band 


SLIP THIS UNUSUAL KEYCHAIN INTO a 
duckhunter’s Christmas stocking. It's a 
genuine shotgun sheli base, mounted with 
a sterling duck head, and it'll hold all 
of his keys. At this price, you can give 
one to every shooter on your Christmas 
list. $1.00 postpaid from B. Gately, 335 
East 31st Street, New York 16, New York. 








from 






Be 
Prize Package 
or 
Christmas Giving 
1:34 ee Va | 
FISH BAG 


Let us giftwrap, enclose your 
card and mail this useful gift 
to all the fishermen on your 
Christmas list. 


The Prize Catch Fish Bag: 
@ Keeps fish fresh, alive. 

@ Protects avainst gars, snakes, etc. 
e@ Rustproof brass zipner cpening. 
@ Sturdy canvas construction. 

e@ Convenient, easily handled. 



















from 


ond 


(spec 


CANVAS SPORTS CO. 














| 
| P. O. BOX 1456, MOBILE, ALA. 
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Frontier Memeek” 
This book contains the true 
story of the Peacemaker or 
Frontier. The Quick Draw 
Stripping. Gold & 
Ss 





“Sere er 
My 








Frontiers 
Buscadero 
holsters 

& belts." 

NOW 

$ 








maker" or “Frontier” single 
tical in size, weight, construc 
with mode rm firing pin and hz 
with the original. | persona 







the world today 
To Order Guns: Send check 
CA 







charge 


gy 






pe ACTION FRO NTIER SIXSHOOTER 


357 Magnum . re 
(except 5%’ 
“LT GUAR: ANTEE these guns to be exact re produc cima of the famous 


Western Frontie fs are equal or superior to any hand gun in 


).D. Full money back guarantee. E 

10% with order. Pay balance within one ye 
payments to suit your convenience 
When 
our stock and shipped immediately 


HY HUNTER 


3029 WES BURBANK BLVD., BURBANK 57, CALIF. 














Precision Duplicated 
in Modern Steel by Great Western. 
Four Yearsin Tooling Now in Produc- 
mel tion. Announcing a New Caliber— 44 S&W 
Special. One of the all-time world favorites 
An extremely powerful, hard-hitting hand 
gun. Choice of 4 %-inch, 
5 %-inch, or 
7%-inch bbl length $125.00 
CALIBERS NOW IN PRODUCTION— 
22 (fires Short, Long, Long Rifle) 
barrel only. A sensational target weapon 














5 %-inch 
$84.50 





The last named will also fire 38 S&W Speciz al and 
Cc hoice of bbl. lengths 
22) 4¥ 

*Peace- 
iden- 


f 
on Se 
\% deposit on 


action army models of the last century, 
tion, action and appearance, anc 
ammer. Parts are interc hange able 
ally guarantee that these Great 





or money order 


suntan 
buckskin 


Sizes: 


ADVENTURE 





POSTPAID 


Exclusive gifts from 
Norm Thompson 


genuine 


Safa <7 Hat 


The Hat Every Outdoorsman Has Wanted 


Authentic African Safari styling in fine beaver fur 
feit. Smart and dashing. 31/2” 


sun, dust, wind, 


adventurers the world over. 
fishing and camping. 


BEAVER TAN FELT 
Give regular hot size, 












GENUINE 
WILD BOARHIDE 
FRONTIER SHIRT 


The most comfortable and 
practical outdoor shirt any- 
one can own! Soft, 
wild boarhide imported 


Brazil. Special 


ning process makes it com- 
pletely washable. Handmade 
for comfort. 
Won't scratch. Wind-proof. 
Ideal. for cll outdoor and 


cut full 


$ 95 leisure weor. Cut extra full. 
onbe ia USA Wear it in or out 
postpaid, U.S.A. trousers. 

Send check or money order to Rich Cork Brown Color 


36-50 
ify sleeve length) 







pliable 


Sizes: Small, 
$5. 95 pospoid Specify right or left hand shooter. 










MONEY -BACK 
GUARANTEE 






brim gives protection 
rain. Standord headgear for 
A fine hat for hunting, 


$14.50 postpaid 


DIRECT 
FROM 
FACTORY 


tan- 


of 





$29.50 Postpaid 
& 









IMPORTED GOATSKIN 


SHOOTER’S MITTS 


Exclusive field-proven de- 
sign gives trigger finger 
freedom ... keeps hunter's 
hands warm in any weather. 
Hand-cut, hand-formed for 
proper fit. Lined with warm 
Canton flannel. Absolutely 
will not stiffen even after 
soaked by rain or snow, 























Medium or Large. 









all outdoorsmen. 


Send for FREE 36-Page "Catalog 
FOR HUNTERS, FISHERMEN AND 


ADVENTURERS. 
field-tested clothing and equipment for 























Features exclusive 





ASV PAYMENT PLAN—Send 
ar or less —monthly 
No interest or carrying 
payment is made, gun is picked from 









last 


ALL ITEMS SOLD ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
Norm Thompson 









DECEMBER, 1954 





CUSTOM 


New 1955 WONDER MODEL 
BUCKSKIN 


“HI-BRED 6 CELL”’ TANNING 


New Kind of Flashlight With 
Send your deerskin direct to us and 


MIRROR-OPTIC REFLECTOR save! Beautiful custom-made hand- 


iliteen vaaneits bags, gloves, moccasins, jackets 
handicrafted to your order. Choice of 
RIVALS 5 colors. Free catalog, instructions, and 
FINEST shipping tags. Special—Rough finish 
MIRROR deerskin driving gloves at factory 
lists, same price $2.00 per pair. Specify men or 


/ metalizing same as 


used on observatory A ‘ 
telescopes, camera women’s—small, medium or large. 


optics, etc. Highly com- 
licated involvi 
$40,000 special equipment. CUSTOM SPORTSCRAFTS 
NEW BIG HEAD F 
Greater reflective power. 9 West Street Gloversville I, N. Y. GIVE THE YOUNGSTERS a popcorn treat. 
light made. en a ee It's easy with this E-Z-Pop. A gallon of de- 
20 CELL POWER | licious, fluffy popcorn, complete with sea- 
Sealed Beam factory focused Imported, handtooled soning and shortening, is packed in an 
é aluminum foil pan. Just heat and serve—all 


bulb creates 4 times the : ; 
Heat of ordinary five cell genuine cowhide 
jashlights. Higher Voltage Oy ag . * A 
caused by using extra battery iS mg BPP shel coecelete in the same disposable container. Takes 
inlay lll pte ce MA this gift for years. | about four minutes. Three packages, $1.20 
000 * 4 iF . tin A truly fine bag . = % 
See ioe than ‘ mite! origi- | & eas 4 you'll be wal te postpaid, from E-Z-Pop, Glenbrook, Conn. 
nally invented for extreme ‘ <st give. Each an origi- 
distance signal use for U. S. : nal. Has adjustable 
Suattignee’” champion of all sa ‘ strap. Comes in Na- 
} iat ' , tural. color. All 
KING SIZE BATTERIES { hand made. eed 
E . % Y ‘ today! nly 
Uses ordinary flashlight bat- . ! , ba gel 
teries too, but with new King q $9.98 incl. tax for 
Size produces even greater per. vege 8 x 9" size; 
formance. Batteries last twice $5.22 incl. tax for 
as long as in other big flash- | ie. | 2:7 
lights because of our unique de- Child's size. 
WRITE FOR FREE 














sign. 
NEW KIND FLASHLIGHT | BROPA co Bropar we GIFT CATALOG 
Has 5 exclusive and daring new = | Seas eeteasredintebe sits - - ao 
ideas never before used on flash- 

lights. Call led ‘HI. BRED” be- 

cause it’s a ‘‘cross’’ between many 

Startling new ideas creating a 

completely new kind of flashlight. 

ORDER FOR XMAS GIFTS 


The most wanted gift of every 
sportsman. Lasts a lifetime. Ideal 
for around farm, poultry, fishing, 


camping and coon hunting e : ‘ ; 
Exclusively by Mail Order A GIFT SHE LL TRE. ASURE is this im- | FOX CALLS, made by game-calling special- 
MADE TO SELL FOR $10.00 EACH! ported set of unusual jewelry. Hundreds of tiny iste Grd bined on years of eupertence. 
pieces of colored enamel are inlaid to form ‘ * 
One's for long range calling, the other for 


$ 99 Two $ 50 | beautiful pattern of red roses in a jet black ‘ : 
.. FF close work. Both adjustable; both with 





FOR | background. It’s a centuries-old craft in Flor- . ; ; é 

Add 35¢ ea. For postage and ence, Italy. Bracelet (6 links %” wide) $6.60, instructions. There’s a record available 
Special Packin # iY ~ Py ° . . . * 

ie clilietis Remee Qetios 6 for $1. oo | earrings $2.75, the set $9 postpaid (incl. with instructions and demonstrations. Close 

Add 25c¢ Air Mail. 32 pg. catalog free | range, $1.00; long range, $2.00; record 

$3.00. Burnixam Bros., Marble Falls, Texas. 


Extra Atom-Vapor Reflectors...1.49 | tax). 
Batteries Rayovac 6 for an with order; alone 10c. Money back guarantee. | 
| 


Batteries Super Life 6 for 

. > h D 0-4, 505 Fi - h A | 
King Sng eres $f 130 | ALPINE IMPORTS tit veutiirncse “sa 
Sling for this light 1.39 | am LEUPOLD S 

| ortsman’s ‘COMPASS | 

DOG SUPPLY HOUSE ER The only ¢ Pp ss p that meets re- NO Toy: 
18440 Grand River, Dept. C-12 ts of pr td 99 
DETROIT 23, MICH. E N ly constructed.. te... i 
fo use. 


Complete with illustrated booklet explaining how to 
make full use of your compass. 
«Charting & following a course « Determining 
bearings «Plotting rough maps «Making pre- 
liminary surveys J 
post paid 


send check or M.O. (No C.O.D."'s) 
LEUPOLD & STEVENS INSTRUMENTS, INC. ne . : Wt. 4 o2. 
2%" diam. 


4445 NE. Glisan\Street * Portland 13, Ore ‘ 1% "needle 


JAFO = SLING GUN 


OIiLlLigTt $8 GUARANTEED TO OUTSHOOT 
ALL OTHERS! — 









































World’s finest fish-holding device and scaler 


holds any fish firm while you scale. No more NEW GUN CLEANER 
skinned knuckles, flopping tails, or gooey Removes rus? . . . lubricates 
hands. Sanitary, easy to use, time-saving, PROTECTS 1/3 LONGER = van 22 viper 3- STRAP. DESIGN — 
+f 4 % roa It a ee | riangulation”’ for pistol-accuracy, triple- 

fits any tackle box, lasts o lifetime. Sea arene omg oe See oe aning pig - | power! Pellet Cup holds missile securely, 
soned fishermen (and their wives) call longer than ordinary cleaners. Used on gun action, } ead ctr es tein Spee | ——— SHOOTS 
“Du-Fish” the greatest fishing help they’ve eliminates cold weather jamming Excellent penetrating nated stock r bbe A 2% 40 steel « 

~" is oil. Non-inflammable. Enthusiastically ac-epted by in | ball ta! é, gum ru rs my 29” Jato oe Pebbles 
ever owned, $2.00 postpaid. Frederick Clay- 9 || dustry, now available to you arrows at tee $3 ppd. Money Back it’ Not Pao 
ton and Co., Room 628, 20 N. Wacker Drive, & | 8 oz. can—$1.00 postpaid | Delighted. (No C.O.D.’s, please.) Dealer [pmulilthd 

supco | Inouiries Invited. 2% Birdshot 

| FREE “How to Hunt with Sling” Booklet Included 


Chicago 6, Illinois. 2 | 
261 East {6st St. New York 51. N.Y. | | Sports ‘Room 0-12, 2850 Sunset, Los Angeles 26. Cali 














18 ourpoor tiFE 











WILDLIFE NAPKINS in full-color designs 
show mallards, browsing deer, a brace of 
pheasants and leaping trout—in brilliant, 
natural settings. Perfect for sportsman’s 
table or camp. Ten dozen cocktail size; six 
dozen dinner size; soft, top quality paper. 
Gift boxed. $2.25 postpaid, from Artcraft, 
Inc., 2006 Factory St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 


POCKET WORKSHOP in one tool is the per- 
fect gift for the outdoorsman. He'll fillet a 
fish, dress a deer, pull an arrow, skin a 
rabbit . . . with this “Sport Set’’. Combines 
the Sportmate cutter-pliers and knife, 
both in a leather sheath. Two sizes: small 
$6.95; large $7.95, from Sargent & Co., 
Sporting Goods Div., New Haven 9, Conn. 











THE IDEAL CHRISTMAS GIFT 
make your own WATER SKIS! 


with this easily assembled kit of 2 
white ash skis, adjustable harness 
els, rustproof aluminum fittings, full 
nates ione Available in sizes: 
Regular— c 
Outboar 
Junior—! ) 
75 Ft. Tow Ropes 
Extra Harness Sets 
POSTPAID 
AQUA SALES, 3091 N. Fairview, St. Paul 13, Mi 














take rugged 
ve dollars on 

Hea’ theese lining. 

raglan sleeves, knitted bottom 
and cuffs, zipper front and 
breast pocket, 2 slash pockets, 
water ran treated. Sizes 
5 . (in Brown only.) 


Boys sizes 10- 18 pe $7.98 


RAIN SUIT 


(OLIVE ORAS) NAVY-TYPE 


CEI Two Piece 


tient. weight, Long-wearing, Rubberized 
Special! ey eo Fabric 2 Piece 

suit A must for Hunting, Fish: 
joor Work and Play. Carry 
spare Wait 4 -¥ ur car trunk. Protects 
clothes when changing tires or washing 
par. Extra roomy trousers with fully ad- 
justable shoutder straps. Slipover Parka 
with attached drawstring hood and ad- 
justable sleeves, closes to the neck with 
sturdy metal snaps. S, M, L. Only 
$3.98 each garment or compleie suit only 
$7.85. Our com rg shoppers have seen 
his suit for $14. Send a money—pay 
page plus ose .o°D. charges or send 
or M.O. for total amount and we 
postage. Print name, address, size. 

it} ‘pay Money Back Guarantee. 


STRAGO MFG. CO. 
Dept. C-1, 211 7th Ave., N.Y. 11, N.Y. 

















| 
| 








FACTORY PRICES — 10-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
NEW NYLON AUTO COVERS 


Brand — rubberized Dupont nylon 
—milde & water repellent. 
side sort fabric not to scratch 
solutely nd 
strongest 
vill ge against ali 
ecured with 





heavy me 2 } 
ALSO AVAILABLE ‘ Give 


Canvas Auto Cover— only Car 
Soft . Modet 


suntan —water, nil- Shenae 95 plus 960 
andar 3 
Size $] 8: ship. 


dew repellent. 
$12.95 p'us $1.00 sh 

Larger Size for Caddie, 
cover $7.95 ship._ Linc., ete. $2.95 extra 


Extra heavy = plastic 
BOAT COVERS 


= New wemed ariny canvas 
“ot 10 oz. before treatment, 17 
after sre acme nt. Water, fire & 
tant. Double stitched, 
FINISHED SIZES: grommets. shaved, 
442'x13' $ 0:38 | 8 ‘ $11.95 8'x24 
at a $10.9 A. d $16.95 | 12’x30’ 
dd 


9% _shivring enquiar tarps as above 10c sq. 





NYLON  TARPAULINS Ine redibly strong 
new Neoprene rub- 
ber coated DuPont nylon. Wt. 8 oz. sq. yd. Water & mildew 
treated. Hemmed, brass grommets, green. Made to lic sc 
9. 5 a ce for shipping). 
+25; 9 ; 9 x 9 $8.25; 
4.58; 9 x 20 918-95; 12 x 12 

$14.95; 12 x 20 $24 


Deiander Textile Corp. 425 5 B'way, Dept. OL-12, N.Y. 13, N. Y. 











STOP THE COLD! DUCK-ITp:4 


Real comfort incold $998 
climates for sports- 

men. Excellent camouflage 
for stalking ducks, deer, etc. 
Keeps face, neck, and ears 
warm during long exposure. 
Worn over face or under chin. 
Heavy, durable yet soft and 
flexible. Fits all head sizes. 
100% wool. Send $1.98 to 
WOOLWEAR COMPANY 
Box 22D, Alhambra, Calif. 











yp WILD LIFE FILMS 


Exciting, dramatic action in the 
natural habitat of animals of 
forest and plains. 8mm . (6mm 
in — color or B & W. Also 

ad color slides. Write for free 
Fitustrated catalog. 


Wild Life Films, 5151R Strohm Avenue, 








North Hollywood, California 





AUTHENTIC 


BRITISH COMMANDO 


“THE FAIRBAIRN’’ 


EACH POSTPAID 
(CKNIFE,SHEATH, PHOTOGRAPH) 
This is the authentic British Commando 
kpife, which we have purchased from British 
Ordnance, The last known supply. Used by fi 


KNIFE 


WITH INSCRIBED PHOTOGRAPH 


OF LT. COL. FAIRBAIRN 


special Anglo-American commandos and rangers in W.W. II, the 
favorite knife in Korea, this weapon was developed by the world renowned 


British officer, Lt. Col. 


Fairbairn, leading commando trainer, holder of the second degree 


Black Belt of the Kodokan Judo University, Tokyo. Col. Fairbairn also includes in his military honors the 


U. S. Legion of Merit for services with the 0.8.8. 


The ‘‘Fairbairn’’ knife, of finest Sheffield steel is shipped in its original meial tipped leather sheath, designed for both 


belt and boot. Brand new, 12” overall. 


Photograph is included. For U.S., APO or FPO air mail, 


add 80c per knife. Dealers inquire. Calif. residents add 3% state tax. Sorry, no C.O.D.’s. 


In Canada: Order from United Surplus Sales, 
471 Portage St.. Winnipeg. Manitoba. 


PASADENA FIREARMS Co. 


77 Sports Bidg., 972 East Colorado Street, Pasadena |, 


Calif. 


12 Pc. IMPORTED 
AY) ¢hY LL 
COMBINATION 


Ouly 


$12.95 VALUE 


a, SAW & FISH SCALER 
- $ 





Eliminates 12 Individual Items 
from your Pack or Tool Kit! 





OWHIDE 
Complete with HOLSTER 
Genuine Leather Holster! 
Here is the Perfect, Combination Knife-Tool for every Outdoor Sports- 
man, Hunter, Camper, Fisherman, Boy Scout, Ranger, Rancher, etc. 
Think of it! 11, Fine quatity Steel Tools, precision made to fold easily 
into the heavy bone covered body. In one neat, compact unit you have 
(1) a regular knife, (2) a fork, (3) a spoon, (4) a draw-knife, (5) a bone-saw 
and fish-scaler, (6) scissors, (7) a can and bottle opener, (8) a cork-screw, 
(9) awt punch, (10) a screwdriver and (11) a metal file. All this PLUS a 
genuine leather, belt holster. 











ORDER NOW While We Can Guarantee Delivery at this Special Low Price 
als ag A St 3 FRAME 
UCKSACK 


A) For ha CAMPER, 
“BOY SCOUT, HIKER 


Made of extra strong Army Duck. Has adjustable straps of 
and bindings of heavy duty webbing and genuine leather, 
Pack has one large compartment and three extra, smaller 
compertments. Entire Pac is mounted on a comfortable, 
all-steel, tubular frame. A NEW Army Surplus Bargain, 


Ancll-purpose precision instrument, 
Ideal for hunters, comper, hiker, 
boy scouts, surveyors, etc. Can be 
used for map orientation, for taking 
an azimuth reading or as a quide on 
unfomilior terrain, The bezel ring 
is marked in 3° notches ond rotates 
through 360°. Has a ‘‘peep"’ sight and a hairline 
quide in lid fortaking bearings on distant objects, 


A SURPLUS BARGAIN, Made 
of top quality steel. Has 15” 
¢ = g 





length. Complete with sturdy 
belt sheath, Ideal for clearing 


100-200-300 POWER 
MICROSCOPE 


Special Palley import, Hos ¢ triple 
lens, revolving turret with 100- 
2% ~ 300 Power objective lenses. 
All optics are achromatic and are 
fully ground and polished. Body 
is ALL-METAL —built to incline 
through 907. Hos « plano sub- 
stage mirror. Comes in a handsome 
dovetailed hardwood case, This 
is NOT A TOY. Excellent for the 








» amateur scientist, student, 
study of insects and plont life, etc. Makes a 
wonderful Christ 10s or Birthday Gift.... ++. 


wWEW 
30-45-60 POWER POCKET MICROSCOPE 


Ideal for studying plantlife, insects, rocks, etc. It is 
specially made for and imported by us. Has precision 


ground and polished lenses — with 30- 
45 and 60 power adjustable magnification. 32 
Moisture proof. For prospector, student, etc, 
WAVY SHEEPSKIN LINED BOOTS 
Fully lined with worm sheepskin, Hove 
genuine leather uppers & rubber low 
ers. Zipper closure. Loces up tock 488 
Sizes: Small, Med., Large, Ex. Large. L 
Order From This Ad. Pay by M.O. 
or check. P.O.’s aceptd. from D&B 


firms. % deposit with C.0.D.’s. All 
Prices FOB Los Angeles. 


2263 E. VERNON AVE., DEPT. OL-12 
LOS ANGELES 58, CALIF. 








SUPPLY CO. 
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URANIUM 
IS BIG 


Make your next hunting o7 fisning trip really pay 
for itself. Take along a Precision Radiation Geiger 
Counter or Scintillator. Compact, lightweight and 
ruggedly built, these highly-sensitive instruments 
can net you a record URANIUM discovery. 

Over $2,500,000 in Government Bonuses has 
been paid for URANIUM discoveries in the past 
2 years. Currently, $150,000 a month is paid to 
people just like you. 

Precision Radiation instruments are the finest 
instruments made for URANIUM prospecting. Each 
model is delivered complete, ready to use. Prices 
start at $29.95. 


CONTACT YOUR WEAREST DEALER 
or write direct to factory 
for FREE 12-PAGE CATA- 
LOG, describing 
URANIUM and 
Metal detectors. 


DEALERS 
WANTED 


Precision RADIATION INSTRUMENTS, INC. 
223501 S. La Brea, Los Angeles 16, California 


WORLD’S LARGEST MANUFACTURER OF PORTABLE RADIATION INSTRUMENTS 





Hunters! 


SAVE 
50% / VE f: 


Only Winfield brings you this prized British Service 
rifle at such sensational savings! Long range accu- 
racy, hard-hitting .303 cal. make it a splendid 
low-cost, big game rifle. Deadly on deer, bear, elk. 

F Precision-fitted, made before W.W. Il...the finest 

=) of the famous SMLE’s. Has walnut stock; bolt- 

© action; 10 shot box- type mag.; adjust. U-notch rear ff 
sight. Barrel, 25-1/5"; Overall, 44-1/2"; Wt. 8 lbs. 3 
10 oz. (approx.) Order Now —supply limited! 
FAIR CONDITION, $21.95; GOOD COND. 
$24.95; 

=) -303 British Ammo. (Milit.). 174 gr. bullet. 100 

| rounds, only $7.50. Sporting ammo. loaded by all 
leading U.S. Manufacturers —widely available. 

10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 

Shipped Express Charges Collect. $3 dep. req. on C.0.D.'s, 


Dept .OL-12, 4096. PicoBivd. 
LOS ANGELES 15, CALIF. 


No.1 Mark Ill SMLE 
Limited Time Only 
$44.95 Value! 








€ with each pp of thes 
tie kits. ind cash. check, 
satisfied, return in “three days. 


BaH 
MONEY BACK 
FREE! ° 
8 Spin Lures, 
Aluminum ease 
Slips easily 
on any Belt. One 
hand lifts box up 
and opens lid, holds 20 


PERLE #PA $1.00 
~ pes URES 


lentes 


Spinnin 
tures 





ideal 


ALL WATERS 





FORCES You to Save _ 


$100.00 a Year! 


Date & 
a day automatically 
a calendar up to date 


Get _ rpetual Amount 
san 5e 
Also 
totals amount saved. Forces you 
to save a quarter every day, 
date won't change Use year 
after year Start saving right 
away. Order several. Reg. $3.50, 
Now only $1.99 ppd. Mail cash, 
check or money order to LEE- 
CRAFT, Dept. OL, 300 i 
Avenue, Brooklyn 13, N. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 


PRICES 


S-Day 
DIRECT from | pret 
Importer to You! AL 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED, or your 
money back! NOW you can save upto 50% 
by direct purchase from America’s leading 
distributor of famous genuine ITALIAN 
ACCORDIONS, TRADE-INS ACCEPTED, 





Small Down Payment 
As Little As 


‘10 








Zone___ State 


(ACCORDION MANUFACTURERS & WHOLESALERS OUTLET 


(2003 West Chicago Ave. Dept. OL-124 BE 


‘Kruger Pistol Bargain *3" 


J2: CALE COS ee 


14 MG. POWDER 
CHARGE 
| Crafted after famous 

German Luger design 

Not an air or CO? " 
This is a small bore gun that actually 
shoots 12 caliber lead bullets fired by 
light 14mg. powder charge. Beautiful 
gun.. swe | for target shooting. 4” steel 
barrel in knurled styrene stock. Overall 
length 8%4 inches. This amazingly low 
price due to ball and cap design. Direct 
factory-to-you-sales. Comes with 50 bullets. 
Send for extra bullets or available c? stores. 
Money back if not satisfied. Limited quantity. Delivered free. 

Send $3 cash, check or money order to KRUGER CORP 
_KRUGER BUILDING, BOX R 86, _ALHAMBRA, \, CALIFORNIA 


SMART GIFT IDEA, | 
GENUINE DEERSKIN GLOVES ¢ 


FOR MEN AND WOMEN... 
M650 CHMOREN'S OEERSKIN MITTS 


BEAUTIFUL SOFT DEERSKIN 
GLOVES. TABLE-CUT FOR 
ACCURATE FIT. SURPRISINGLY 
LOW PRICED FOR SUCH FINE 
QUALITY. WRITE FOR FREE 
FOLDER GIVING S$/ZE IN- 
STRUCTIONS. 
(IMMEDIATE DEL/VERY) 
$0 PAR 


POSTPAID 


CUSTOM COAT CO. 
Box 69 
BERLIN * WISCONSIN 


UE. 
BLACK 
A. FINISH 

















Amazing New 
SCREW TOP 


JAR @ 
OPENER 


No more beating jars on floor or soaking 
them in hot water. Saves frayed nerves. 
Jaws slide easily to fit any size jar. Nickel 
Plated steel, keep with silverware. Sent to 
you $1.00 prepaid. 











CLARK-MOORE Distributors 
RADIO & I 
‘ 
NEW PATENTED ELECTRONIC IN- 
VENTION “CLEAR TONE” filter eli- 
minates noisy interferences caused by all 
$ motor appliances, autos, oi! burners, 
ete. Simply plug radio or TV cord into 
— — 2 ee en wall tion Bs 
E’’ reception ry 
2 tor $1.50 days = MONEY BACK GUARANTEE, 
{0c for postage handling. 
Household — Dept. D9, Scarsdale, N. Y. * 
ALLIGATOR WALLET 
Ailigator Hunter, Ross Alien 
An original creation fashioned 
| brown, baby alligator skins_col- 
| Famous weet: Ross 
Allen. 
Ss, ¢ I 
=. 2 
| ” 1G 
faction. Ladies 
| Exceilent Gift Suggestion. 
dourseit. at: and eheeee 5. 5 
end ¢ heck or M. ONI 
‘GIFTS 


Dept. OL12, P.O. Box 586, Del Rio, Texas 
vesigaed By Worid-Renowned 
from genuine small grained rich 
lected by 

Double. billfold compart 
uara 
same 
MAGIC CITY 


Air Mailed ppd. 
300 N. E. ist Av t. 
Box 2037, Miami. "Florida 





HERE’S A NEW WAY to personalize your 
greeting cards, stationery, matchbooks, 
leather cases. Write with any pencil on 
these 23 K gold sheets. Works like carbon 
paper—transfers signature, etc., 
as you write. Kit includes holiday stencils 
and 4 gold sheets (enough for 125 signa- 
tures) $1.00 from Buyways, Caldwell, N. J. 


initials, 


A GIFT OF BETTER SLEEP will really be 
appreciated. This blanket support raises 
bed clothes, keeps weight off feet (a major 
cause of sleeplessness). Arms fold flat when 
bed is made. Works equally well in summer 
or winter; perfect with electric blanket. 
Fits any bed. $4.75 postpaid, from Better 
Sleep Co., Dept. OL, New Providence, N. J. 











ARRO-PING 


Guided-flight accuracy — bullet- “ae 
power for target and small game! 
Quiet—fun in rumpus room 

or patio, on picnics, in areas 

closed to firearms! Safe to 

earry in car. Economical— 

use arrows over 

and over! 


aghe- PING CO. 
Box 25B, W. End Sta. 
Colorado Springs 12, Colo. 


5 postpaid 
with 5 arrows 
Extra arrows— 
20 for $1.25 ppd. 





Jackets, Moccasins, Purses in 

stock, Make perfect Christmas 

Gifts. Also send us your raw 

deerskins for tanning and .\ 

making up. : 
Free Catalog 


Bonner’s Buckskin—1645 Coit NE. Grand Rapids, Mich. 








U.S.A. 32 Postpaid 


A versatile, efficient hand-saving tool for all 
fishermen. Considered standard equipment. 81/2” 
long. Polished aluminum alloy. Xmas box. Dealers 
or direct. Detty’s, 132 Atkins Ave., Lancaster, Pa. 




































POURING rece tinct ee en en 











NOBODY KNOWS what's inside this big 
bag of stamps. Jammed with over 1,000 
from 30 countries. Unpicked, unsorted... 
you get at least $10.00 at catalog value. 
They‘re just as received from mission- 
aries, banks, etc., in Europe, Asia, Africa. 
$1.00 postpaid, from H. E. Harris & Com- 
pany, Dept. OL, Boston 17, Massachusetts. 


i 


LIGHTWEIGHT combination axe and knife. 
Sheathed in leather, wear together, un- 
hook, use them individually. Of high grade 
steel, axe is 10%" long, knife 944" long. 
Simulated stag handles—knife has a com- 
pass set in. Axe, $2.25; knife, $1.98; or 
both $3.95 postpaid from Treasure Mart, 
510 Treasure Mart Bidg., Hillside, N. J. 


























World Famous Featherweight Automatic 


.22 Short BERETTA MINX 
NOW! Only$35-°° 


Your chance to buy this Gg 
TARGET pistol in miniature 
w price 






at a new lo cke' 
Size, Only 6” overall but with four 
inch barrel! 7 Shot Featherweight 11 


oz. Automatic Push Button take down. 
With 234” barrel, only $33.50. 

22 L.R. Plinker, 10 Shot Model—17 oz.—black 
handles $43.95. .25 Cal. Jet Fire. 8 shot 
FREE! GENUINE LEATHER HOLSTER, Order 

bu Mail. Send Only $10. Pay Balance on Delivery. 


Godfrey Import Corp., U-12,277 Broadway, N.Y.C. 7 




























For cars and trucks. Front and 

rear, Gives 2000 Ibs. extra 

capacity for all 19, 34, and 1 

Pair ‘on trucks; 500 to 1000 Ibs 

extra for all cars except Olds 

POSTPAID prior to "52, and Buicks. Eas 
ily installed. Guaranteed. State make, model. 
BRINKMAN MANUFACTURING CO. 

2315 Clay Dept. 23 Topeka, Kansas 


BEFORE YOU BUY ANY | 
GEIGER COUNTER 


Get our REE Booklet—“HOW TO SELECT 
GEIGER & SCINTILLATION COUNTERS.” In- 
formation on proper instruments ior pros- 
pecting—ore recognition charts—how to file 
claims, etc. Prices on complete line, Geiger, 
Scintillation Counters, $39.95 & up. Pros- 
pect for uranium fortunes. Write now. 
DEALERS INVITED. 
5060AM Holly 
los Angeles 









| 
| 






wood Bivd. 
27, Cali 


iF. 





JEB INSTRUMENTS 


“The warmest thing nextto you” 
COMFORT TO 40° BELOW 
Revolutionary 39 oz. insulated 
undersuit assures fireside warmth 
in icy duck blind, deer stand, ice 
fishing. Same long wearing gar- 
ment tested and approved for 
subzero protection of refrigera- 
ter workers, 

Washable WINTER SEAL insu- 
lation ‘‘fluffs’’ between two lay- 
ers of porous nylon material, 
— your body to ‘‘breathe’’ 
naturally at all times, without 
perspiring, regardless of climatic 
conditions. Wear 'em under light 
outer clothing in any weather, 
and do away with bulky, weighty 
winter wear. WINTER SEALS 
seal warmth in and winter out. 
Order your WINTER SEALS to- 


NTEED. See your local fran- 
chised dealer, or order direct: 
Complete suit—$39.75. Jacket or 


Add 20% for women’s wear. Postage 
paid on prepaid orders. Specify height 
weight, and suit size, C.O.D.s—include 
$10 deposit. 

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 
REFRIGIWEAR CLOTHING CO., 


Dept. OL, 20! East 34th Street 








| embroidered ducks (or pheas- 








FISHERMEN 
A Genuine Buckskin Leather Case for 
Those Valuable Reels 


Made of heavy, re- 
leather to 





so cushiony. 
Fits easily in your 
ackle-box. Colored 


#2—for all fresh 
water reels $1.50 
#1A—for fresh 
water spinning reets 

$2.25 


: : #SW1i-——for sait 
os , water reels $2.75 


~ Batra large sizes made to order 
id check 








Postpaid, sen or money orders (no COD’s 
please) to: Dept. 0-2 

RICHARD E. MEYER & SONS, Inc. 
5009 Grand Ave. North Bergen, New Jersey 





New York 16, New York : 





HANDWOVEN TIES 


Handsome, tweedy ties with silk 










ants). ackground colors: 
navy, maroon, brown, 
blue, It. Oxford, 


hunter green. PPD 
VIRGIN 3 for *6 
Wwoo.L 


i $2.15 ea. 


Ask for 





color chart, gift catalog 


Box 2010, Santa Fe 1, N.M. 


\It’s that prideful, appreciated gift that 


lorder direct for immediate express ship- 







Delight him with a 
ATU110% all-steel 





































Model S-95 
Size 63" high, 
24” wide, 15"deep 
Every outdoorsman will thrill to a roomy 
Gardner Sportsmen’s Cabinet to store his 
equipment. Large compartments for guns 
and outerwear, shelving for tackle, am- 
munition, cameras etc., everything every 
man needs kept dust-tight and safely 
away from curious children. Automotive 
lock handle, two keys; finished in beau- 
tiful, durable baked-on gray enamel. 
Made by America’s largest producer of 
sportsmen’s cabinets; thousands are in 
use in clubs and homes — everywhere. 


will always be remembered as coming 
from you. See your dealer or if you pre- 
fer — send a certified check or money 





ment, f.o.b. Horicon. 


Gardner Manufacturing Co. 





THE SANTA FE MART | 


2124 Kansas St 


Horicon, Wis. 








HOW TO WIN A 2-YEAR 


ART SCHOLARSHIP 


Do people say you have art talent? 
Here’s a chance to develop that talent 
free .. . get training that can make 
money for you, enrich your life, in a 
satisfying art career! 

Enter this contest for amateurs only. 
Prize: a 2-year Art Scholarship worth 
$295.00. Offered by world’s largest 
home study art school. Basic and 
advanced training by professional 
artists. Indivilual instruction. Series 
of illustrated art textbooks, and draw- 
ing outfit, included in course. Thru 40 
years, we’ve trained many top artists. 
Almost 50 scholarships awarded 
yearly. You could win the next! 





“3 


"DRAW ME"GIRL 


Draw this girl's head 5 in. high. Pen or pencil only. Drawings 


must be received by Jan. 31, 1955. None returned. Winners 
notified. Our students not eligible. Mail your drawing today! 


ART INSTRUCTION, INC., Studio 12554 | 


| (ebeeaiimamaimmmammeaptenrncternctaps foals: ccinagstpaentlyet: 2 SIO TORI AS Nigga ee pe 
! 
! 


500 South Fourth Street, Minneapolis 15, Minnesota | 


Please enter my attached drawing in your January contest. 


(PLEASE PRINT) 














Name Age___ 
| Address Apt.__City asap | 
| Zone County. “ae a State eee | 


oO * 





P , Phone al 
meee SOREN AEN Gem rs RR ER SRNR RR Sem OR ES LF AK SC A [em 


21 


DECEMBER, 1954 





















closed. Side- loading 10-shot pa 
protects breech in bad weather. 
INSTANT TAKE-DOWN. Barrel is 
quickly removed for cleaning. The 
rifle disassembles with cartridge. 
RECOIL OPERATED. Fires each 





Team-up with this famous rifle, and you double 
your chances in heavy brush, oa fast-moving game! 
Let the Johnson's instant second shot teature, superb 
balance and accuracy, put the odds on your side! 
FREE! Complete Illustrated facts on Johnson Rifles. 
‘ne today! (or visit our t. A. Showrooms) z 
LER INQUIRIES INVITED! - DEPT 05-12, 409 E. 
LOS ANGELES 15, CALIFORNIA 








Weal FOR rary 4b. 
FOR FISHERMEN OF All AGES | 





ease and straps. y One piece plastic construction, 
P ae o ‘ 13%” long, will withstand coldest 
$14-95 9 , westnes. Hine piety of ay CARTRIDGE CLIP fits on belt, holds up to 
a o olds | u * i 
Sturdy: precision. as "ins. Partectiy ‘balanced. Res. up to 150° of line. Red, black, ) ten cartridges. Spring tension feeds car- 
urtous. $19.95 $24.95 <- green. State color desired. Order : . 4 : : 
Gx30 426 tn. 15 2. 390 gop gg 32x50 SloxT In. 27 on. ger gg —=5 direct. Send check or money order. tridges to finger tips. Permits fast, smooth 
Sue shaun re 24.5 oe ‘tes $67.50 fo “MIS a Makes An Ideal Gift! } leading . . . with no flaps, snaps or buckles 
a $34.50 —- ; RAY BLACK, Dept. 0 | to interfere. Protects buliet points. Made of 
* a 


© 7x7 in. 32 oz. 37 16x50 52x P.O. Box 198, Newington, Conn. sturdy, durable non-glare plastic. $2.95 
veld May we Nite gunces, ‘Terrific, Reg. $49.50 Cc she rs . . é : . ; 

. Reg 45.50" 298 $69.80 -— ia — sgt a each, postpaid, from George W. Grahame 
or Mv “a0 56:35 =e gy Ph eg ES 539.95 ee eer NOLL! Co., Dept. OL, Box 6284, Houston 6, Texas. 


c voncentrated ounces! Exclusive 
UNITEI 


‘ 
sts. $38 At Our Risk. if not satiened return cor cule | IMUSIC IN YOUR PALM 


A e 
dd Federal tax. Cash orde rs gas. 1 NEW TUBELESS POCKET SIZE RADIO 


Use 
‘lade leposit INITE ILAR « e 

AR + 9043 WESTERN, CHICAC 0, ILL. Open Sat- wera ONLY FWO OUNC zs 4 

ardays 11:00-4: 0 until Christinas he “i 4 RS W there SAKER ME 

oeeeeageee —_ 7 xe 


RNISM — NO : INE: 
HUNTING-LOG Gasman dear ie 
wor hnes .- “ 

tector—Super-Sensit ive’ Germa- y ey . % on’ IDEAL 

Your bluff been called lately? oped for Radar. it performs ai ; GIFT 
A handsome book in which 7 — i Not i an } 7 4 "3 STERLING 
to keep a record of your bag ~ R= ; = . at fe } . . ‘ SILVER 
whether it is deer, rabbit, ~~4 — ee ee re . . aA 9 buckle 
grouse, pheasant, quail or hundred miles. War s : F 1%" x 2” 
duck (17 in all), Space pro- : See codirt omtend rer naw ‘ TR 18 gauge 
: . 80 order today and be pre- See overlaid 
of the day’s hunt—data that a cy arise. Over 25.( : i) withfinely 
will refresh your memory next . ered. RADIO COMPLETE ready se he ' ‘ =. ted 
year—as well as room for ; to lay, S Rash | hee, fa b Id Berylli B tifully hand a0 
money order. ).’s accepte or 2 for in golden rytitum. eautifully hana engraved, 
ALSO ample comments and photo- Ey ENT IEE ‘prooucrs nd SiNDIANABGLTS ANE, | emcee with high luster. Your choice Marlin, 
Wildfowl Log — : graphs. 8 x 6 handsomely fin } Mallard, Hound, Horsehead, Steer Head, 
Fresh ante ished in maroon imitation es a ee | Elk, Moose, Golfer, Bowler, Crossed Guns, Skier, 
Troet, thilmnan, Basen, ott. leather—a book to be pron My dil FINNISH Hunting Knives and Trout. $6. 45 Tax inc. UA 
Salt Water Fishing Log: of. $3.00 including postage (With genuine leather belt in black or tan $7.95 state 
Striped Bass to Sailfish No C.0.D.’s please. With heavy leather sheath. Blade length 4'/,”, Overall 81/,” size) Money back if not completely satisfied (No COD’s) 


cect 3 SPORT LOGS »: Kis. ny HAWTHORNE SILVERSMITHS $03, West 230th st. 
Money Back If Not Satisfied a ~ Low Price, Comic, Useful Xmas Gift! 


SNELL YOUR HOOKS, FLIES, PLUGS ... $4.95 wins | Jackass Cigaret Dispenser 


Razor-sharp, high-carbon steel blade. Handles of natural Nod | , ad, up goes tail, out comes 
Great laugh producer & 


birch burl. Finnish sportsmen shave with it. St etic al cigaret dispenser get 
Prompt Shipment .. . Insured . . . Money-Back < tracti 
> cameoret Guarantee n a Siemtenan twtier te 
NOW you can 8S) . your | i . Moveable head and tai 
own hooks—any ze—any | J re) if we K t ® & Ti Cotorfully finishe od. Great for den, 
length of leader. Tie on ce, etc. Gift box. 7¥-in, high. 5 
Flies, Bugs, Plugs, Swivels Department A, 802 S.W. Tenth Avenue, 
—without knots! Whip loops Portland 5, Oregon 


in leader. Whip leader to | lala ea y m= 
line or fiyline. Join spinning _ Johnson “smith & Co. Dept. B18, Detroit 7, Mich. 3 


li . Snell apers 
Easy to follow instructions MINIATURE MOOSE HEAD LEARN TO GAME WARDEN 
< an “ Beautifully flocked, very life like, : BECOME A 


























vided for all the pertinent data 



































Stop Losing Fish to 
Knot-Weakened 








Send Tackle Sho» nome an 
eres with $2.50 for post- glass eyes, indestructible plastic : : FORESTRY kout or Wildlife Se rv 

aid Sneller | m painted, horns are Tle es 
inches wide, head is mounted ona . : > 2 


al 
CEIL CROMELIN, Inc. P. O. Box 6194, Chariotte, N.C. | natural birch plaque 
Zz. a > " 


. shes. Made to retail for $5.95. 
THROWING KNIFE y Siiminsting comesiesions tr discs: 
u t na facturer can sell direct for 
Balanced—-With Deep Penetration nn eS ee ee 
oars — sport. Hunt game, theill- ‘ | CREATIVE ARTS & CRAFTS CO. 
ing te ting. Fast. $998 4845 N. Kedvale Av»., Dept. 0. Chicago 30, Hil. 
Silent ao ang Finest surgical iste. ees nent re 4 Se : 8 ¢ 
Will not break. Scientifically wn 4 Complete | 3 
enced to turn in air pomaeet a withtopgrain | MEN! 
yards. Easy to become an expert. cowhide sheath FoR REAL FISHER ; 
Guerantee — This is a precision and fully illus- | A beautiful wrought iron 
instrument — American made. trated easy-to-fol- | 3 The perfect gift for men of ee et eee eae 
Scientifically «ecurate. Sold low instructions. action. Seasoned leather bev- 4 your home or of- 
Under Money Bock Guarantee. Amaze your friends. ’ ack —can’t break or i fice. Available in 
Manufettured by World's Top Have fun in the woods, erage s . eal ill popular species 
Throwing Knr'fe Expert. indoors! Order by mail. leak. Shoulder sling. Horn vesh and salt water fish 
25 LARONERS POINT nozzle and cap. Satisfaction cn: ‘aptbent deautiful deep-tone black fin- 


KNIFE-CRAFTERS, INC. PHILA. 35, PENNA. guaranteed. Order now! P S| Cader eee \ spe ray pot pm gy 


+ dealers invited i if not satisfied 
c "RICE (postpaid -50 
Genuine Gov't Surplus Korean Boots & TORO IMPORTS 33 £°9Pe" $0 P eB ak Pea scan PRICE (postpaid) $1.5 
2 } . 
“«K F 4 | wv _Pratt _Manufacturin Co., Inc., Fairmount, 
SSE he als: “ae eee ee ee SS SS SS ee 
Made for the military service LEARN TO THROW THE BOOMERANG » 
Brand new gov't. surplus. Light 3 i Fascinating Sport SEND FOR 
weight, long wearing, all rub. f é . 
ber, fully insulated, Cleated sole ond Unique Gift YOURS 
and heel. Worn with one pair of 
socks, Sizes 6 to 13. Give your ( Flight Tested - Guaranteed to Return TODAY 
shoe size when ordering. 11.88 ») 
add 10% ($1.18 for postage Y Golden Red, Jade Green or Natural 
and handling) will ship . “ - . 
¢.0.D.—-$11.88, Money refund. on : \ »> with Story and Instructions $2.00 “id 
ed if not completely satisfied ? . Postpai 
KLEIMAN’S 424-Division, Grand Rapids, Mich. BECAUSE THEYRE CARVED by 


° N M. GERRISH 
PRE 7 SMOKED 4409-0 S.W. --ter hatin Portiand 1, Ore. 






































22 OUTDOOR LIFE 














SLIP THIS INTO an outdoorsman’s Christmas 
stocking, and he'll be ready for the trail... 
well, almost. Combines knife, fork, spoon; 
draw-knife, bone saw, scaler, scissors, can 
and bottle opener, cork screw, punch, 
screwdriver, file. Genuine leather belt case. 
$4.95 from Palley Supply Company, 2263 E. 
Vernon Ave., Dept. 26, Los Angeles, Calif. 























PERFECT GIFT 

This handy tool is perfect for working in 
tight places, Has a built-in spotlight 
aimed to illuminate the job. The light is 
automatic—goes with hand pressure, goes 
off when pressure is removed. Complete 
with screwdrivers (one Phillips head), 
and a small wood drill, packed in attrac- 
tive gift box. $6.95 postpaid, from 





CUNO SIEVERS, 308 East 3rd Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 





too 


See how high you are at a glance with new 
AUTO ALTIMETER-BAROMETER! 


A new thrill for motorists! Now see 
not only how fast but how high you go 
from 0 to 5,000 ft. Accurate Alti- 


meter attaches to windshield post with 
screw. Gives weather forecast too! Grey 
plastic case 2%” dia. Adjustable brack- 
et for easy reading from any angle. 

Send check or M.O. today. Only $9.95 ppd. 


_GODFREY I! IMPORT TCORP.,277 Broadway, Dept. u- 13, N. ¥.. 7 


MATI 


O45 ’ 
adllac  Binoeulass. 


AT YOUR DEALERS 
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET 
““WHAT TO KNOW ABOUT 
BINOCULARS‘ 


compose MMMM 3 98 


NEW YORK 10 








ELT 11174 1,258 


PERFECTLY BALANCED TO STICK! 
EASY TO THROW! HUNT SMALL 
GAME, TARGET PRACTICE, 
PERFORM 

THRILLING 
STUNTS! 


POSTPAID 


m Ru 
- built, tough, tem 
pered steel. Hard hitting 


4%" penetrating dagger point 
BL°DE Easy to follow instructiois included 
" At Sporting Goods & Hdwr. Stores or send to 


STARK MFG. CO., 1718WalnutSt., Allentown83, Pa. 













egedly 


GIGANTIC SURPLUS SALE! 


WE PAY ALL FREIGHT 


Save To 70%! Carload Sale! 


ARMY HIP WADERS Brand new. Perfect. 
leading makes. Durable. Finest rubber. 
Only 1,000 pairs. Ideal for sportsmen, 
contractors, farmers, etc. Less than whole- 
~-. 3 a Tee 11, 12. Specify size. List, 


$15.95. SALE .'. . Prepaid . per pair... .6.97 
PS AIR CORPS RUBBER BOATS 
7 > Air Corps’ | a new yellow late- 
é type boat durable rein- 
9 forced long life construction. Easy 


2. Fold to very small size, 





floater trips on rivers, swimming wre for sep — 


Govt. cost $160 to 8500 each. ALE 2-man, 

$27.95; 6-man, $59.95; 20-man, $o8 70. ‘prepa id. 
MISCELLANEOUS 
b= eng Sleeping Bags, finest.....$ 5.95 ppd. 
bs rt Raincoats. .. 2.72 ppd. 
atic 22- Caliber Pisto! 
Ww RITE ‘tort free catalog. Hundreds of items from Surplus 
mter, nation’s leading surplus warehouse 


i. BURDEN SALES COMPANY 


894-A ‘‘O"’ ST. LINCOLN, NEBR. 

















ply pass line through slot in knob and slide 


end for the big ones. Tough plastic— -appr 


902 N. 





A UNIQUE FISHERMAN’S GIFT 


A&H HOOK REMOVER 





















we wwAowse MOON M. 


NO PEERING OR POKING 
Immediate release of swallowed hooks. Sim- 













ng. Ask your dealer. if he cannot suppiy-— 
END 50c DIRECT TO: 
A&H TACKL £ co., Dept. 0-12 


Los A Ly St.. hei 






























Satisfaction or 
Fast pon ttt = quality. 





COLOR PRINTS 


From Your Color Films 


5 
















your money back. 


KODACHROME 
ANSCO COLOR 
EKTACHROME 





from 













| 50¢ $1 | “ga 8x10 









KODACOLOR ad 32¢ each 
DUPLICATE 35 mm slides, 25c 
FILM PROCESSING: Ansco-Ektachrome 


COLORFAX 


120-620; 20-exp 35 mm; $1 per roll 













Minimum order $1 
No COD's, please 


LABORATORIES 
Dept. L124: Box3521 , Georgetown Sta., Washington 7, D.C. 





DU. FISH World's 
Finest Fish Holding 
Device and 

Scaler 












@ EASY TO USE 
@ LASTS LIFETIME 
@ FITS TACKLE BOX 
Here is a must for all 
fishermen and wives! 
Most sanitary. safe 
and convenient fish 
holder ever devised 


$2.00 14. 


Immediate delivery 


DU. FISH, Box 41, 


Ideal Gift 


Land O Lakes, Wisconsin 








| 
| 
| 
| 


| 











































WONDERFUL PROFIT 
oprortu 


Smoke meats, game 


fo 


rants. One load—even 
fish —pays for unit! 
FREE 10 DAY HOME TRIAL Try, fest, smoker for 
10 full days. If not convinced it’s worth 3 
times price, return for full refund! 

ORDERS SHIPPED PROMPTLY! Include remit- 
tance with order. ($5 dep. req. on C.0.D.'s.) 
DEALERS, HELP US FILL HUGE DEMAND! WRITE: 


12 
Order From 3001 W . Mission Road, arg Calif. 
or 4500 


toon 


IFETIME! New pame-omaner uses o- 
anized tricity to ignite hickory sawdust. 
rey - Holds even temp. SMOKES UP 






Drip Pan. r 
J. 110 UNTENDED-—can't flare-up or 

° Operates, on scle scorch meats. Smoke stays inside 
Volt, unit. Operate in garage, fire- 






CMOKE 


YOUR FISH, FOWL 
VENISON, ALL MEATS 


AT HOME! 










Enjoy the mouth-watering 
goodness of real hickory “hot- 
smoked” meats—and without 


BUILT— paying up to $2.50 per pound! 


TO 20 LBS. MEAT FOR 25c! 
Flayors in 2 to 4 hours... cooAs 
and cares in 8 to 12 hrs. “e- 
moves “wild taste” from game 

. makes savory delicacy of 
chicken, steak, ham, etc. LEAVE 












AC Current. place, outdoors. 


F E Large Supply Hickory 
R E Sawdust (widely sold) 
Recipe & Instruc- . 

tions Included. 


iNITY? 


rt friends & restau- 


Reuiand Electric Co., Dept. OL- 


E. Grand River Ave., Howell, Mich. 











os 


—= 


DURADUCK 
RUBBER 
DECOYS 


“Smart Ducks Prefer 
"Em" — and so will 
he for Christmas! 
Natural wildlife _ colors; light- 
weight lotex; no neces- 
sary — and shot holes con't sink 
‘em. This year, give him what he 
wants — Duraduck Rubber De~ 


coys! 
FOR THE KIDDIES! 


MINIATURE DURADUCKS Zpeg 


Cute os a bug — worlds of fun for the kiddies’ 





5 PAIR 


HEN and DRAKE 
























S== both! They're just like Dod's—minigture Duraducks! 
——“Sese wees eee ee a = | 
" DURACRAF ¢ RUBBER COMPANY. Dept. C-3 
P ©. Box 2096. Salt Lake City, Utan | 
Duraducks Miniotures Find 
l 0 O Enclosed $ i 
Dame ' 
1 aporess x aa i 
& cry ZONE STATE | 
ee ee 
+ 5 
Officers’ Dress Parade Model 
Rified Finest Christmas Gift 
ifle 
Steel 
Bore 


ex 
s 


AIR 
PISTOL 


Beautiful shemutaned anor o~ 
horn grips. Standard 
pellets. A famous air sistas tee 
for strength d 

world over! 


mo 
for Le ggg — ane se marks- 






accuracy the 
Favorite of handgun 
smen, campers. 


xperts, mark: 
Ideal 


oth, fool-proof action. 
ng. atin 





facts on 
Power 


Brand new 

Lenses, Field 
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|one of my boatmates. 
| outside this passage.” Then, growing 


| beds,”’ he cautioned. 
| lose our course and wind up in Hono- 
| lulu. 








SALT WATER 


GEORGE HEINOLD 





MoocHING FOR CHINOOKS 


strait leading to the Pacific Ocean 

recalled memories of others I'd 
taken over mist-shrouded waters to 
outer grounds of the Atlantic in search 
of striped bass. Thicker than peat 
smoke, fog rolled around us in the 
dank September air, and soon we ran 
into some big rollers which showered 


[= early morning ride through the 


|our 16-ft. skiff. I began to realize that 
|mooching for Chinook salmon wasn’t 
| going to be any tea party. 


“Don’t get nervous,” laughed Pete, 
“Tt’ll level off 


more serious, he turned to Irv, who was 
at the tiller of the outboard engine. 
“Don’t stray away from those kelp 
“We don’t want to 


” 


Irv, an intense figure bundled up in 
foul-weather gear, corrected his course 
and kept us in sight of the brown, un- 
dulating mass of weed. Soon we made 
out the eerie shapes of a towering 
cluster of rocks that my companions 
called the “Pilots,” and Irv put his 
weight against the tiller and swung the 
boat hard to port. 

“Zip up the front of your jacket,” 
Pete warned me. “We’re going to be 
tossed around a bit for a few hundred 
yards.” 


bbe: was a mild word to describe 


what happened to us after we 
passed the Pilots. The water raced 
around us, lathered by tide rips and 
waves which crashed head-on. Every 
few seconds a comber would break over 
our bow like a ton of exploding milk, 
and we shipped enough water to swim 
a school of sardines. But Irv throttled 
down the boat to a crawl, met each 
comber on the diagonal, and eased us 
carefully over the crest. Then. all at 
once, we slid into -vhat looked like a 
huge lagoon where the water rose and 
fell in gentle swells. I could almost feel 
the green draining from my face. 

“We don’t always go outside on this 
tide,” grinned Pete. “But there’s been 
a big school of Chinooks off these 
reefs. The commercial boys have been 
bringing in up to 700 pounds a trip. I 
want to show you mooching at its 
best.” 

I’d often heard it said that veteran 
salmon fishermen who prowl the waters 
off the coasts of Washington, Oregon, 


and Northern California would rather 
get drowned than skunked. Pete and 
Irv certainly uphold that tradition for 
the Washington contingent, for they 
follow Chinooks wherever reported. 

While Irv piloted the boat along 
slowly in search of signs that might 
betray the whereabouts of a school of 
Chinooks, Pete prepared baits. No 
skilled butcher ever wielded a blade 
more deftly than Pete handled his keen- 
edged fish knife. Four deft strokes 
were all it took to cut smooth, triangu- 
lar filets from the sides of frozen her- 
rings 7 to 9 in. long. He had 20 of 
them ready in no time. 


hey look fine,’ I said, admiring his 
handiwork. ‘“What’s the principle 
behind this mooching business?” 

“Actually there are two kinds of 
herring bait that attract ocean-feeding 
salmon,” Pete explained, his eyes 
searching the waters around us. 
“Whole herring and herring strips. 
When the herring are too small to filet 
into spinners, we use them whole. But 
most of us think strips are better be- 
cause they act like swimming minnows 
when they’re drawn through the water. 
Whole fish don’t seem to do it as well.” 

I’ve often fished with men who feel 
the same way Pete does about filet 
strips. For certain species of game- 
fish, the strips seem to do a better job 
of lending the illusion of reality to the 
trolled lure. In Florida, for instance, 
many skippers use “gooney” baits— 
strips sliced from the side of a mullet— 
for dolphin, bonito, kingfish, and even 
sailfish. And there’s no question that 
trolled strips of squid are highly attrac- 
tive to weakfish. 

“I understand that mooching is a 
relatively new thing in salmon fishing 
off this coast,”’ I said. 

“Well, it’s fairly new,” replied Pete, 
his eyes still roving over the water. 
“At least more fishermen are going in 
for it. It’s more sporty and maybe 
more productive. Trolling with spoons, 
plugs, or dodgers calls for heavy gear 
—a stiff rod, a powerful reel, a pound 
or more of lead for a sinker, and wire 
line. Some of the commercial fellows 
have given up the 20-lb. sinkers they 
used to drag. They mooch instead.” 

I looked more closely at the four fish- 
ing outfits that Pete and Irv had on 
board. The rod tips were glass, limber 
and sensitive, weighing 7 to 9 oz. All 
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were fitted with standard surf reels 
filled with transluent green monofila- 
ment line testing 10 lb. The leaders, 
also of green monofilament, tested a 
pound or so lighter than the lines, and 
|each leader carried a sharp, highly 
| tempered 6/0 hook and a 2-oz. crescent 
sinker. 

Pete baited three’ of the hooks with 
herring filets—the ‘“spinners’—then 
strung the leaders across the middle 
seat of the boat so they’d be ready for 
action. 

“I think it might be just as well if 
you'd sit out the first rounds of fishing 
and watch us mooch,” Pete suggested. 
| “It will give you an idea of how it’s 
| done.” 

“Suits me,” I agreed. 

A few minutes later, Irv jerked to 
attention. He stood up, his eyes riveted 
on a fog-draped expanse of sea directly 
ahead. “I think I saw some birds work- 
jing,” he said. ‘Let’s speed up and get 
a closer look.” 

We raced along for 500 yd. before I 
saw what Irv’s keen eyes had spotted: 
ghostly, air-borne specks which mate- 
rialized into a flock of gulls as we drew 
near. The birds were wheeling over 
and diving into a patch of water the 
size of a ball field, and underneath 
them the ocean was a flashing ripple 
of commotion which, at _ scattered 
points, blew up in sheets of skittering 
baitfish. 

“Herring,” cried Pete. ‘This is it.” 
| The boat slowed down as we drew 
close to the area. Lines went, over- 
| board; Pete’s spun out 30 ft., Irv’s, at 
| the stern, 15 ft. 
| Both allowed their spiners of filet 
to flash for a few minutes on short 
lines. Then, simultaneously, they let 
them drift out for another 15 ft. When 
| peeled off in this fashion, monofilament 
| lines require extra-careful thumbing. 


| 


J hen the lines were gliding out on 
their third relay, things began to 
happen. I noticed the tip of Pete’s rod 
quiver and began to throb steadily. 
Pete braced himself, slipping his left 
leg across the seat. He waited a 
moment, then brought his rod up with 
a hard, steady sweep. The tip was im- 
mediately yanked down again, and the 
reel sounded off with a prolonged wail. 

“T’ve hung one,’’ Pete cried. 

Irv hurriedly began to reel in, but 
he’d hardly got the retrieve under way 
before his own rod dipped down hard. 

“I’m fast too,” he yelped, as though 
he were complaining about it. Then, 
turning to me, he said, “Take over the 
motor, will you? Mine’s a big fish.” 

What a spot to put me in! The fish 
were streaking off in opposite direc- 
tions. Which one should I chase? Pete’s 
or Irv’s? I decided to be neutral and 
let time decide, meanwhile keeping the 
motor idling midway between the two. 

Within two minutes Pete’s Seattle- 
bound fish made a jolting lunge and 
broke off abruptly. I gunned the motor 

| immediately and headed after Irv’s fish. 

Chasing a rampaging Chinook is 
something like trying to nail a fox dis- 
covered raiding a henyard. This one 
switched directions nearly as often as 

|a Harlem Globetrotter. But finally he 


sounded and gave Irv’s arms and shoul- 
ders a real workout as he grudgingly 
permitted himself to be pumped up 
from way down. 

Irv had the situation well under 
control—until the salmon saw the boat. 
Then it went wild. Like a greyhound- 
ing sailfish, it skittered over the surface 
in a frantic run that covered 60 ft. of 
water with foam. The grand finale was 
a great, shaking leap. It fell back ex- 
hausted, and after that it took Irv only 
a few minutes to guide it to the net. 
It was a fish in the 30-lb. class. 


i bal it’s your turn,” Irv said to me, 
taking over the tiller. “Put your 
rig overboard when we get back into 
the school.” 

The gulls and herrings were whoop- 
ing it up more than ever when we re- 
located the fog-hidden reef. I thumbed 
15 ft. of line out over the stern, let the 
bait flash for a few minutes, then re- 
leased more line. Nothing touched my 
spinner. 

“Let it go all the way to the bottom,” 
said Irv. ‘“We’re over the shalow part 
of the reef.” 

I did. My spool stopped spinning as 
the bait hit bottom, and I threw the 
reel into gear and began cranking. 
Soon I felt a dull tug. I held off for a 
count of five, then thumbed the reel 
and pulled back on the rod. Something 
exploded down deep, and monofilament 
smoked through my guides, angling 
upward as it did so. 

“A Chinook,” shouted Irv. “Hang on. 
I'll follow him as soon as he clears the 
reef.” 

It seemed like an eternity before the 
high-speed drone of the outboard motor 
died down. We must have covered a 
quarter of a mile before the power of 
the fish’s marathon diminished and 
turned our engagement into a slugfest 
which finally brought him to the sur- 
face. Then, like the fish Irv had caughi, 
he went berserk at the sight of the 
boat. But, unlike Irv’s, he didn’t take 
to the air. Instead, he dived, leveled, 
and ran so fast the motor had to be 
gunned. 

“You can never tell how a Chinook 
will act,” said Pete. 

Twenty minutes later, after a series 
of zigzagging runs which gradually 
grew shorter, my Chinook was eased 
into the net. He was a 34-pounder. We 
caught seven Chinooks that day, and 
they amply proved the truth of Pete’s 
statement that these fish fight with an 
individualistic style. 

Mooching for Chinooks, like fishing 
for stripers via boat-to-surf on the East 
Coast, is one the fastest-growing 
sports on the Pacific. In one area or 
another, it gues on most of the year, 
and has created a nomadic breed of 
anglers who follow the salmon runs 
with trailer-drawn skiffs. These are 
the boys who get among the salmon 
before the rain brings them up into 
coastal rivers. 

Mooching is great sport, but it can 
be extg@mely dangerous for landlubbers 
who 't know the ways of the foggy 
Paci Better team up with the ex- 
perienced boys before trying it on your 
own.—George Heinold. 
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harpoon about six feet ahead of it,” Jim Brooks told 
me, shouting above the roar of the wide-open 22-horse- 
power outboard. 

I nodded and gulped, hoping I could follow his instruc- 
tions, then turned and clambered into the bow of the gallop- 
ing 20-foot skiff. Ahead of the boat a three-foot-high wave, 
seeming to rise of its own accord, rapidly rolled along the 
surface of the silty water. Mud swirled from the eight-foot 
depths where a huge animal swam vigorously, trying to 
escape the boat. 

Suddenly the beast rolled at the surface, showing milk- 
white skin and a dark blowhole on the top of its head. I 
heard his breath whoosh out and in, then he rolled under 
and once again all I could see was the rushing wave, foam 
curling across its top, and the tips of giant white flukes 
occasionally flipping out. We were chasing a beluga, or 
white whale, hoping to plant a harpoon in it. 

It had all started last spring when Jim, a hunting partner 
of mine, who works for the Alaska Department of Fisheries, 
was sent to the Bristol Bay region to learn what he could 
of the food habits of the beluga. Commercial fishermen of 
that area have long claimed that the little white whale feeds 
heavily on salmon, and since the salmon runs there have de- 
clined, the Department of Fisheries felt it worth while to 
make a study of the problem. Jim was picked for the job be- 
cause he had some knowledge of marine mammals and is 
familiar with the region. 

Last May, before he left Fairbanks for Bristol Bay, I told 
him to let me know if things got exciting. “‘Remember now,” 
I said, “I’d like to harpoon a whale!” He grinned. “O.K., I'll 
hold you to that.”’ 

In early July I received a wire reading simply, “Beluga 


\" when the boat’s right behind the wave, throw the 


Jim Brooks (left) and Whitey cut out a beluga’s stomach to look for salmon 


hunting good here. Come on down.”’ He was then hunting 
the whales out of Dillingham, a small fishing town of about 
500 people, located on the Nushagak River. 

Before I left, a neighbor who is a gun nut forced a .357 
Magnum revolver on me, making me promise to try it on 
belugas. The idea seemed ridiculous: I knew Jim was using 
his .30/06 to kill the animals. But the handgun didn’t take 
up much room in my bag, so I took it along. 

Three days later, after a scenic flight from Anchorage, 
my pilot, Herb Nicholson, laid the little twin-engined North- 
ern Consolidated Airlines bush plane on her side and made 
three tight circles low around the center of Dillingham. 
When he neatly set the plane down on the little landing 
strip, a dilapidated taxi soon showed up; the three turns 
around town had been a signal for it to pick up a fare. I was 
the only passenger. 


hat evening Jim and I went after belugas. Schools of the 

whales commonly travel across shallow flats at high tide, 
feeding. In shallow water they can’t swim very fast, and of 
course they can’t dive. In trying to escape hunters, they 
throw up a wave just like that left by a speeding power- 
boat, even with foam curling on the top. By careful ma- 
neuvering it is often possible to herd them into shallower 
and shallower water, until they can be overtaken and har- 
pooned. That was what I was hoping to do. 

We crossed the lower part of the Nushagak River, which 
is in tidewater—20-foot tides are common there—and 
traveled down the bay a couple of miles. Jim was at the 
motor, and Walfry (Whitey) Kivi, Jim’s helper, and I sat 
in the boat. 

I examined the two harpoons we had aboard. Both had 
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From the bow of the skiff Brooks heaves the harpoon, aiming ahead of the whale’s wake. It isn’t easy, the author learned 
P 


detachable wooden shafts with 40-foot ropes tied to empty 
five-gallon float cans. The lighter one had two folding flanges 
that would open with back pressure after the harpoon was 
embedded in an animal. The other looked quite old and 
picturesque. A ring held the point in place until it went into 
a whale, when the entire head would turn crossways, pre- 
venting the harpoon from pulling out. 

“That’s an old whaling harpoon,’ Whitey explained. “It 
belongs to Hard-workin’ Tom, an old-time sailor. He used 
to take it with him everywhere—I guess it’s been around 
the world several times. He calls it his good-luck harpoon.” 

Hard-workin’ Tom must have come by his name honestly 

that’s all I heard him called in the two weeks I spent at 
Dillingham, and the name was always spoken with respect. 


\® we neared the flats Jim lifted a hand a couple of times, 
L with fingers up, shouting, ‘Smoke ahead!’’ He meant 
that he could see the vapor from the exhaled breath of many 
belugas as they surfaced for air. I couldn’t see anything, but 
when Whitey pointed them out I managed to spot several 
whales about a mile away, their white skins gleaming as 
they surfaced, and mushrooms of vapor puffing up here and 
there. 

“Must be 10 or more,” I shouted. 

Jim grinned and shook his head. “Closer to 40,” he said. 
“You can figure three under water for every one you see.” 

Jim maneuvered the boat between the feeding whales and 
deep water, and closed the distance to a few hundred yards. 
Then he motioned me back to give me my instructions in 
the use of the harpoon. 

The whale we were chasing swam almost as fast as the 
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boat was moving, but we inched closer and closer, with me 
poised in the bow, holding the lighter harpoon ready to 
throw. I had to brace myself against frequent sharp turns 
as we followed the fleeing beluga. When the rapidly moving 
wave was 20 feet ahead, I heaved the harpoon about six 
feet in front of it, throwing as hard as I could. The line 
whizzed past my hip boots, yanking a strap off with a mo- 
mentary tug. Then the harpoon stopped suddenly—in the 
whale, I thought. But the wake kept rolling on. Jim slowed 
the motor and I grabbed the harpoon out of the mud as we 
sped past. 

Again we caught the whale, and again I threw with all 
my might—and again put the harpoon into the mud! Hitting 
a dodging and invisible target, however large, from a shift- 
ing boat wasn’t as simple as I had thought. After about six 
tries I looked back and saw Jim laughing so hard he could 
hardly steer the boat. I coiled the line, put the harpoon 
down, and stumblJed back to the stern. ‘Here, I’ll run the 
motor. You harpoon the critter,’’ I shouted. 

It was too late. The whale had worked toward deep water, 
picking up speed, and the wake gradually disappeared as he 
dived deeper and deeper. I had flubbed my first attempt at 
harpooning a whale. 

Once the whales had left the flats there was no use in 
chasing them, so we returned to our hotel. That evening we 
sat around the lobby, talking belugas, and I began to learn 
a little about these interesting members of the dolphin 
family. 

As whales go, they’re small, running from 10 to about 18 
feet long and reaching a maximum of perhaps 2,500 pounds 
in weight. Found most often in shallow turbid waters near 
the mouths of streams, they range from Cook Inlet, east of 





After shooting the harpooned whale in the heart, he runs 
a line through a slit cut in its mouth to tow it ashore 


The author with the catch, about average size for a beluga 


the Alaska Peninsula, throughout the arctic, and have been 
sighted in the Atlantic as far south as Atlantic City, N. J. 
Occasionally they will ascend a river for some distance; 
there is one report of belugas being seen 600 miles up the 
Yukon River. Schools of 50 or more are common. 

They breathe air, as do all whales. They’re warm-blooded 
and suckle their young, which are gray in color and about 
five feet long at birth. Adult animals are pure white; 
younger ones shade into a gray-white. 

Weather was bad for three days, but on the fourth we left 
at 4 a.m., crossed the bay, and once more found belugas on 
the flats. I volunteered to run the motor and watch Jim 


heave the harpoon. I thought perhaps I'd get a better idea of 
where and how to aim it after seeing him hit one or two, 
Whitey helped Jim to keep the lines clear. 

I opened the engine wide and headed for one of the dozen 
or so beluga wakes I saw. When I carefully pulled up behind 
it, Jim heaved the harpoon. It stuck in the mud. We left it, 
tossing the float can overboard, and Jim picked up Hard- 
workin’ Tom’s harpoon. The whale rolled on the surfare 
ahead, looking to be about 12 feet long and three feet across 
the back. As it turned this way and that, so did I. We over- 
hauled it time and again while Jim threw at it four or five 
times without scoring a hit. When the animal reached deep 
water, we left it and headed back to find another. 


he tide dropped, and we had to leave the flats. Since the 

weather was fairly calm, we decided to go some 30 miles 
down the bay toward the coast, where belugas were known 
to congregate in a large shallow area at low tide. We crossed 
the bay and landed, waiting for the tide to drop. Whitey 
wandered down the beach, inspecting markers placed there 
for the positioning of stationary gill nets. Jim and I stayed 
at the boat, gradually edging it out as the tide dropped. 

From a quarter mile up the bay I heard a low, musical, 
cowlike call. “Beluga,” Jim explained. “They make all kinds 
of noises—everything from that to a whistle. I’ve heard 
cows call their calves that way.’”’ Salmon began jumping in a 
frenzy just offshore, and suddenly belugas were among 
them, rolling and thrashing, making the water boil. They 
were getting a meal. 

Jim and I shoved the skiff off and leaped aboard. Jim 
started the motor and tcld me to grab a harpoon. I was will- 
ing to try again, and didn’t feel quite so tense as I had the 
day before, now that I had seen Jim miss a few times. 

We chased three successive belugas through many twists 
and turns, each time trying to force the whale into shallow 
water where we could see its wake and overtake it. Finally 
we got the fourth whale into water not over six feet deep, 
where its speed was cut to much less than that of the boat. 
It floundered across a shallow bar, with us right behind, 
forcing it in toward shore. When we were less than 15 feet 
away 1 heaved the harpoon-—and missed. 

We left the spear floating in the water, and I picked up 
the old harpoon of Hard-workin’ Tom, hoping to better my 
luck. I heaved it once, missing an easy 12-foot throw at the 
beluga. It surfaced frequently, its breath whistling out and 
in, with a peculiar abrupt stopping of the noise as it dived. 


| poner I calmed down a bit, caréfully set the retaining 
ring on the harpoon, checked the line, and poised the 
heavy weapon, determined to make good the next throw. 
The whale had less than three feet of water over its back, 
and I could see flashes of white as it boiled along, frantically 
trying to get around us and back into the depths. As we got 
within ten feet of him I braced myself against the violent 
turns of the boat, aimed, and plunged the heavy old harpoon 
into the center of the white whale. 

Then it really took off. The line sizzled overboard, while I 
danced to keep out of the way of the whipping coils. Just as 
I reached for the float can to dump it overboard, it flipped 
out past my head to hit the water with a spray-flinging 
thud. Blood stained the water. The can bounced across the 
surface, sometimes skipping as much as 10 feet at a jump, 
and the huge flukes of the whale rose, slapping the water. 
It submerged for a rnoment, then rolled at the surface, blow- 
ing with a prolonged whistle. — 

After letting the whale fight the can and tire itself for 15 
minutes, we picked up the line and snubbed it to the bow of 
the skiff. That seemed to revive the beluga, for it swam with 
renewed vigor, rapidly towing the heavy boat across the 
water. I was amazed at the fprce of the pull on the line. 
It was all I could do to drag it in and shorten the lead. 

We gradually horsed the line in, coming closer and closer 
to the whale. ‘“‘Do they ever tackle a boat?” I asked Jim. 
“No, not on purpose,” he answered. “Sometimes one’ll hit 
the boat with its flukes and give you a thrill, though.” 
I didn’t need any more thrills, thank you. 

Finally, as the tiring whale continually surfaced for air, 
we got ready to shoot it. ““Let’s try the handgun,” Jim sug- 
gested. I was dubious, but loaded it and stood waiting for 
the beluga to surface again. “Shoot (continued on page 97) 
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STINKY CREEK 


by RALPH HAMMER 


We began with a five-day ride that progressed like the events 
in a wild-horse rodeo and arrived at a camp that smelled like 
rotten eggs. But a grizzly, moose, and goats made up for that 
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hink I can put you up to griz moose, and plenty of 

goat. After that, you take it. Can’t gurantee trophies, 

but most of my clients come out satisfied,” wrote Bert 
Dalglish, of Hazelmere, Alberta. 

That was good enough for Mac and Ede McCormick, my 
wife Ethie, and me. A fair chance at those animals was all 
we asked. 

A hunting trip to Canada is a hoop we don’t jump through 
every day. We started showing up at our Redlands, Cali- 
fornia, rifle range to shoot the 200 and 300-yard targets and 
the running deer. Ede had miniature goat silhouettes pinned 
up in her garden. She kept her rifle handy to dry-shoot them 
while waiting for her cakes to bake. She was as cheery as a 
robin. Her first hunt, but she made up in zing what she 
lacked in know-how. 

Mac:was a sober-faced, meticulous customer, as much at 
home forking a nag and palming up a rifle as getting out- 
side a stack of pancakes. He mothered two horses in a cor- 


'- 


Yellowjackets drifted around our 
packtrain like smoke, and buck- 
ing horses scattered everywhere 


ral back of his house, graining and haying them each day 


as lovingly as you'd bathe a baby. If he was late for a date, 
he’d give as an excuse, “I had to feed and bed down, first, 
didn’t I?” 

My wife Ethie could slam back the bolt of her rifle as fast 
as the bobbin on her sewing machine, but she hadn’t grown 
up in the saddle like the McCormick pair. She thought 
1orses had automatic transmissions like a car. One day, 
toughening up for the trip, she mounted a high-voltage 
Tennessee walker. He coiled up like a spring and sailed 
Ethie, mouth open, into a tree. 

“Couldn’t the big dope see I was only trying to get a leg 
up?” she snapped. 

n two cars heavy with saddles, we quit Redlands in the 
early-morning dark and drove north through Banff, Jasper, 
and Edmonton to Grande Prairie, Alberta. Bert Dalglish met 
us at a cracker-box hotel smothered behind a high, yellow 
false front. (continued on page 60) 
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Another 
Grand 
Slam 
for 


Bobby 


Jones 


by 
CHARLES ELLIOTT 


“Sometimes,” Bob philosophized, 
“it’s almost enough to make a man 
seriously take up golf.” 

I couldn’t have been nearly as dis- 
appointed if I’d lost that bass my- 
self. A week before, I sat in Bob’s 
office and promised him that this 
would be the finest fishing trip we’d 
ever made together. Bob had cocked 
his head and looked at me like he 
was lining up a putt. 

“By what stretch of the imagina- 


Bob Jones beams over two of the big bass he caught when we anchored near Dry Fork tion,” he asked, “do you think you 


powered out over the lake, I remembered other years 

when I, along with a thousand spectators around me, 
would have groaned aloud to see one of his shots plunk into 
the water. 

Now I grunted approval. The Emperor, as sports writers 
called him, had dropped his silver spoon in perfect position 
along the best shoreline we'd fished all morning. 

I slid my paddle into the boat and picked up my own 
spinning rod just as Bob started his retrieve. His spoon, 
digging across a narrow underwater shelf that skirted the 
deeper run of the impounded river, took a jolting wallop. 
Bob sat back on the six-foot glass wand until it bucked in 
his hands and a coppery largemouth bass erupted into the 
sun. My fishing partner glanced back at me and laughed 
aloud. 

“Close your mouth, boy,” he said. “If this fish jumps your 
way he’ll have a hole in one.” 

I didn’t realize it until then, but I was holding my breath 
as if the fishing championship of the universe depended on 
landing that bass. As I started to relax, the largemouth 
waltzed again, the silver spoon flashing in one corner of his 
tremendous maw. 

“This is it!” I said. 

I dropped my rod and reached for the net, but the bass 
had other, ideas. Shaking his head, he bored for depth and 
the skeleton of a submerged tree, leaving my boatmate 
with a fouled line and an empty hook. 


W rowers the wind catch the bass lure that Bob Jones 
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and I could ever snag anything but 
a lost week-end, if we were fishing 
out of the same boat?” 

“‘At Clark Hill Lake,” I said, ‘‘we can’t miss. Even the 
bent-pinners are knocking off their limits of four and five- 
pound bass. Every day, too.” 

Bob sighed. “All fishermen are half nuts,’”’ he declared. 
“They'll believe any story with scales on it. And I’m as bad 
as the worst.” 

Bob and I have fished and played golf together for many 
years. On the fairways and greens, we made an undisputed 
champ-and-dub combination, wih him shooting in the 60’s 
and me being trolled along a dozen strokes in the rear. That 
was during the years just after he retired from competitive 
golf. I hadn’t known him when he won his sensational first 
major championship at the age of 15, or when he’d gone on 
from there to take 15 of golfdom’s most coveted crowns. 


H° made his final grand slam—winning both the Ameri- 
can and British amateur and open championships—in 
1930, at the age of 28. 

Those days of playing golf with him in the 1930’s and ’40’s 
have been memorable ones for me, but not a whit more un- 
forgettable than our fishing trips. It seems just as difficult 
to beat him with a casting rod as it has been to top him with 
one of his own blunt instruments. 

I’m sure we must have been the ones who first established 
the fact that bass always hit the day before you get there, 
and again give themselves up in wholesale numbers the day 
after you go home. Take the trip to Lake Chatuge, in north- 
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The Emperor goes bass fishing with 
our field editor and tells him it’s 
enough to make a man take up golf 








ern Georgia. The Maestro and I drove the 100 miles from At- 
lanta before dawn, packing along a dozen live minnows to 
bolster our load of artificial lures. The minnows didn’t take 
to auto riding too well, and long before we arrived at the 
lake some had turned belly up. Shortly after sunup we an- 
chored off a rocky point a couple of miles from the dock and 
sank two of the livelier baits in the blue lake. To keep the 
others fresh, I tied our minnow bucket at the stern of the 
boat. 

When the bass didn’t bite after an hour, I cranked the out- 
board to change locations. Only the snapping of the cord 
made me remember the metal bucket, and I looked back to 
see it going down in 30 feet of water. That was the end of 
our minnow fishing for the day, and when we got back to 
the dock that night Bob let his eyes range from me to the 
empty stringer before he began to gather up his tackle. 

“You’re the only fellow I ever fished with,” he said, “who 
carried out more fish than we brought in.” 


hat had been one of many trips we’d made together, both 

before and after an injured vertebra had removed the 
greatest champion of them all from the golfing scene. 
Sometimes we caught a few fish and sometimes we didn’t, 
but that makes little difference in the success of a trip with 
Bobby Jones. 

Fishing has become a very large part of his life, and he 
does it with the same brand of sportsmanship that marked 
his golfing career. If he wasn’t a champion of anything else, 
he’d be a champion of men. He goes out of his way to do 
things for others, and I never heard him speak a bad word 
toward anybody. 

Bob says there aren’t many bad breaks a guy can’t make 
up, one way or another, and that’s the way he dismissed the 
loss of his lunker bass. After he had wound in his line and 
examined it for abrasions, we both cast back to the bank 
again and dragged our lures over the underwater shelf. We 
kept casting as the wind turned us slowly around and blew 
us deeper into the cove. On his third cast, Bob hooked and 
boated a two-pound largemouth. 

“You're tossing that spoon pretty accurately,” I observed. 

He chuckled. ‘Maybe it’s because this shoreline looks just 
like the row of shrubbery in my front yard. I’ve thrown so 
many practice plugs at it that I’ve worn off all the grass.” 

I hooked another small bass in the cove, and then we 
moved to a long point at the junction of Soap Creek and the 
river. On this 20-foot bar between the channels, we caught 
two bass and I lost one which felt like a lunker. Since 
neither Bob nor I got a glimpse of him, my claim went un- 
challenged. 


hat was all for the day, and for the next couple of days, 
too, with the exception of a few yearlings which Bob re- 
fused to keep. As hard as we tried, we simply couldn’t find 
that picture bass. 

“T’m glad fishing is supposed to be fun,” the Maestro said, 
while we were wrapping ourselves around one of Jack 
Burdett’s brag steaks. “If it wasn’t, think what a couple of 
miserable dubs we'd be.”’ 

“IT marked it off my fun list this afternoon,” I replied. 

“You don’t mean,” Bob said, “that after almost 50 years, 
you’re getting serious?” 

“I know the bass are in this lake,” I grumbled. “And 
I intend to find where they are and what they’ll hit. It may 
be this autumn or the next, but when I do, I’ll come looking 
for you again.” 

“Tl be easy to find,” Bob said. 

Next morning, when Bob left for Atlanta, I cornered Bear 
Elam and started to pry some (continued on page 103) 
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Bob’s got one and Buck has left off casting to grab the net 
























Buck, the spoon-plugging bass expert, scoops the scrapper up 






And both anglers eye the ¢tringer that soon sagged with bass 
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The Jaguar of Surapai 


by FRANK C. HIBBEN 





Dale Lee had hustled big cats before, and so had his 
pack of hounds. But this hunt would be different, the 
Venezuelans warned. It was. It was Lee’s closest call 
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grass. The dog gave a terrified cry as the 

hooked claws swept her toward the jaguar’s 
teeth, and the other hounds, hidden among the 
thrashing stems, barked furiously. Still the men 
could see nothing. 

Chico, the guide, fell back a step and held his 
machete ready. 

“It is the big tigre, sefior. The killer tigre.” 

This was the jaguar they had come so far to 
find. This was the cat that killed dogs as he 
would rabbits and that had destroyed more cattle 
than the natives could count. Dale had seen his 
tracks—prints six inches across and pressed deep- 
er into the jungle mud than a man’s boot heel. 
But Dale had never seen the jaguar and he couldn't 
see him now, for the 15-foot-high Brass was a 
solid dull-green mat before his eyes. 

Even as Dale hesitated, he heard the jaguar at- 
tack another dog. That must be Rounder, he 
thought. Brownie, Toughie, and Rounder had 
plunged into the matted stalks after the beast, and 
Queen, Trailer, and Trigger were now barking out- 
side the thicket as though to warn the men away 
from the death trap within. 

Dale and Clell, his brother, are two of the origi- 
nal six Lee brothers of Arizona, long known in the 
United States and Mexico for trailing big cats vith 
trained hounds. Of the six, three have been killed 
while hunting big game, and the surviving three 
undoubtedly have caught more mountain lions and 
bears than any other hunters who follow hound 
packs in our Western mountains. Even the fabu- 
lous Ben Lilly didn’t kill so many “panthers’’ as 
have Dale and Clell Lee. And no dogs are better 
trained than the Lee hounds. 

But in time Dale, Clell, and their brother Ernest 
began to look beyond Arizona and New Mexico for 
hunting possibilities. That’s why Dale and Clell, 
with a group of sportsmen, had come to Venezuela 
to stalk jaguars in the Orinoco country where, by 
all reports, tigres were more numerous and larger 
than anywhere else. 

The Lees had scarcely unloaded their weary 
hounds from the truck at Surapai village, some 500 
miles south of Caracas, when they heard of the 
big tigre. Sefior Vegas, a local sportsman who met 
them, remarked solemnly, “This is a tigre among 
tigres, sefores. Only last night he killed a bullock 
with a single strike from his paw, thus, that broke 
the animal’s back.” Sefior Vegas brought his fist 


D= heard the tigre catch Brownie in the high 
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down with a resounding clunk on the truck fender. 

“We've seen big jaguars before, and so have 
our hounds,” Clell Lee said slowly as he patted a 
dog’s head. 

“Jaguars, yes, but not such an animal as this. 
He will weigh more than a heavy man,” Sefior 
Vegas continued. 

As the men made camp along a little stream 
below the village, Dale and Clel! became more 
inclined to believe the local accounts of a super- 
jaguar. The jungle did not cover all the level ter- 
rain; there were open glades of waist-high grass 
called savannas. Around these grew matted vege- 
tation so thickly entwined with lianas that a man 
would have to cut his way through it with a 
machete. Chico, the expedition’s native guide, 
carried such a knife at his belt. Dale quickly sized 
up the situation. 

“We can’t hope to follow the dogs if we have to 
hack our way through that stuff,” he said as he 
tested the tough vines. “But we may be able to 
drive the truck through these savannas and get 
around most places—if it stays dry.’’ Since there 
were no horses available, truck transportation 
seemed to be the best way. 


ke Lees had found, on previous jaguar hunts, 

that if a hunter didn’t follow his dogs closely, 
he was likely to lose his whole pack. Though the 
Lees had had no previous experience with Vene- 
zuelan jaguars, they knew the chances were good 
that these cats, like their Mexican relatives, would 
bay on the ground and fight dogs and men with 
equal ferocity. 

It was on a small mud bar along the stream near 
camp that Queenie first nosed out the big jaguar’s 
track. The Lees and their sportsmen friends had 
already caught several cats, but their average was 
running a little Jess than a jaguar a day. They’d 
seen countless jaguar tracks in the savanna coun- 
try, but never such a print as this. Even Queenie 
seemed impressed, as though the smell that rose 
from the mud somehow told of its maker’s great 
size 


ule parted the foliage by the edge of the water 
.. leaned. over the track. Then, holding off the 
other hounds, he shouted “Great day, Barnaby, 
look at this. I’ve seen horse prints smaller than 
that.” 
C. H. Barnaby, who in less exciting moments was 
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The impact of the shotgun’s blast twisted the heavy body midway in its leap toward Dale and sent it sprawling over his legs 


a lumber dealer, leaned over the creek bank and whistled. 
The cat’s paw had pushed down a section of mud as large 
as a man’s hand. 

But there was little time to speculate on the tigre’s size. 
Queenie had splashed through the water and mounted the 
bank on the far side, and the other dogs were streaming 
after her. Dale noticed, just before the jungle closed over 
them, that the dogs were running with their heads in the 
air. That could mean only one thing: the track was burn- 
ing fresh. 

A jaguar roared and coughed in a fringe of jungle to the 
left. Barnaby shivered, and even Dale looked apprehensive 
and shifted his .35 Remington to the crook of his elbow. But 
the noise of the dogs was fading off in the opposite direc- 
tion. Again the jaguar roared—so close they could hear 





the coughing grunt that came at the end of his bellow. 
“Must be another cat,” Dale commented as he began to 
wade through the creek’s muddy water. “We'll get that 


* one tomorrow.” 


We Chico hacking and slashing at the greenery, it 
took the men precious minutes to tear through to the 
open savanna beyond. As they clawed aside the fringe of 
vines, they could hear the dogs clearly. Their barks blended 
into a solid roar, but somehow the wild surroundings and 
the tossing grass made the noise sound different. Lee dogs 
had returned from a hundred hunts in Arizona, but that 
solid wall of jungle, stretching mile after mile to the south 
where the Amazon drained to the (continued on page 67) 
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Guide Zach Ellis reaches over the bear he shot to direct the picture shooting too. Bob Buffalo, right rear, got a wild pig 


Four husky men try to arog ime caveass out, but it’s no go Draggers go down like ninepins as the bear gets out of hand 

















RELUCTANT 
BEAR 


by EMMETT GOWEN 
















He seemed bigger than a black ought to be, 
and | had the imrression he was after me. It 
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Hunters reach a stalemate in their effort to gain the road 






was a shocking ruckus before it was over 
















riding up the old logging road with Charlie Dodson 
and me. 

It was to be his first experience hunting bears with 
hounds. So we set out to tell him what we knew about it. 
Charlie had been on one of these hunts previously. I had 
been on two. 

We were in Tennessee, driving into the large area in the 
Unicoi Mountains above Tellico Plains where supervised 
hound chases are permitted for bear and wild boar. 

“The guides take the dogs into an area,’’ we explained to 
Clyde, ‘“‘and the hunters take stands surrounding it. Then 
you hope for one of several things. Maybe the chase will 
come your way, or the dogs will bay a bear or boar in your 
hearing, so you can get to the fight. There’s a chance, too, 
that other game will be driven out by the dogs and come 
past you.” 

“But how do I know a good stand when I see one?” Clyde 
asked. 

“That’s the trick,’’ I told him. 

“That’s your test as a hunter,” Charlie said. 

‘ Charlie explained that he should look for a natural pass, 
or a wWell-used game trail, and be ready to cut down on any 
bear or boar sneaking out through there; or, if he heard 
the chase elsewhere, he should try to cut in ahead of it. 

In the faint predawn light Charlie chose a gap in the 
ridge, seen now as a dim outline against the cold, starlit 
sky. Clyde decided on a stand suggested the previous day 
by the game protector, and I drove on up the mountain 
alone—behind schedule, for the drive was to begin at first 
light of day. I took a stand beside the road, thinking others 
I liked better might already be covered. I could move on 
by car, should the chase go past me. 

After parking where I could overlook the wild hollow, I 
loaded camera and rifle. Then, when it was full daylight, I 
cruised around looking for a spot where I might see farther 
in various directions. This made unavoidable noise and 
silence so intense that every leaf fell with a crask. 

Then I heard something trotting in the leaves—something 
too big for a ground squirrel, say. It came down the moun- 
tain, crossed the road, and entered the hollow I had begun 
watching. It was a dog, and I lowered the hammer on my 
rifle. It was Zach Ellis’s mongrel strike dog, a silent bear 
trailer. So now I knew. Game, probably a bear, had ap- 
proached my stand, heard me, and tiptoed on through. 

Sure enough the dog, which did not talk until he was on 
the heels of game, began his high-pitched yapping. Three 
other dogs, of varying Plott-hound (continued on page 114) The author (white cap at center) helps field-dress the trophy 


[oe should have briefed us,” Clyde DeBaun complained, 
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TROUBLE WITH A CURL 


by ERIC COLLIER 








I stilled a conscience that whispered ‘’don’t shoot’’ | 
and risked my life to get to this magnificent ram | 





that rock—-not that I could see. Its rugged face offered 

plenty of toeholds and there were protruding knobs to 
grip and pull one’s body to the top. We couldn’t move 
around it, on either slope of the hog’s-back, without ex- 
posing ourselves to the ever-probing eyes of the 14 or 15 
bighorn rams that were bedded on the summit. We had 
to climb it. 

Wriggling then out of the sling of my .303 Ross—in case 
its weight on my back might upset my balance—I pushed 
the rifle up the face of the rock and delicately laid it on a 
ledge. Then I pulled myself up alongside and began look- 
ing for another such ledge just a little higher. With only 
an odd bead of sweat greasing my forehead and still breath- 
ing fairly regularly, I dragged over the top and lay there a 
moment, face to the sun. 

But only for a moment. With the sun fast westering and 
a bit of a breeze beginning to stir along the ridge, I 
reckoned the rams would soon be getting restless for feed 
and water. When they got up from their beds in the shale 
they’a leave the barren summit and drop down into the 
valleys. 

“Journey's end,” I said, sitting up. “Fifteen or 20 more 
minutes and——-Now what?” The last was under my 
breath. 

My two hunters were still down at the foot of the rock, 
staring apprehensively at its face. 

“Meester Collier, we can no farther go.’ While the gen- 
tleman from Czechoslovakia did fairly well with English, 
there were a few words over which he stumbled. But I 
knew what the trouble was. Neither hunter liked the pros- 
pect of climbing that rock. 

I looked at the Dane. “Baron, there’s no way to by-pass 
this place. Try to get around and the sheep will spot us 
and spook right out of the country.”’ 


r Vhere was little hardship or danger involved in climbing 


ILLUSTRATED 


40 ourooor LIFE 


BY 


There was something wrong with the baron’s kneecap, 
and he’d been limping ever since getting off his horse at 
timberline, but his English was perfect. Shaking his head, 
emphatically he said, ‘‘With this sort of knee and that sort 
of rock, no. If there’s no way of getting around it I must 
drop out.” 

And the gentleman from Prague wiped his brow with a 
huge spotted handkerchief, buttocked down on the shale, 
and wheezed, ‘Ze rock, up it we cannot go.” 

The fact that they would not or could not tackle the rock 
was primarily responsible for my darned near breaking 
several things that afternoon—my right ankle for one, the 
game laws of British Columbia for another. But I think I 
can properly plead extenuating circumstances. 


ie the mid-1930’s I was outfitting and guiding in the Chil- 
cotin district of interior British Columbia for an agency 
with head offices in Vienna, Austria, called the Canadian 
Overseas Hunting Association. I never knew what sort of 
hunters they were shipping out to me; I took them as 
they came. 

The gentleman from Prague, for example. About 40 years 
of age, he weighed 250 pounds, and a good 60 pounds of it 
was flabby fat. Now tell me, what are you going to do with 
a man in that condition on a big-game hunt in the jagged 
country that paws skyward between the Taseko and Chilko 
valleys? 

Watching him now, I almost groaned with frustration, for 
if the rams were still there the men didn’t have far to go 
for their trophies. The wind was right, and the spine of 
the ridge from here on up was sprinkled with outcroppings 
of rock that offered perfect cover for the remainder of 
the stalk. 

Some 600 yards above me, a solid (continued on page 77) 


STANLEY BORACK 














If I missed grabbing this one out- 
erop, I'd crash into the valley in 
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Thousands of snew, blue, and Canada geese descend on the Louisiana marsh 


David shapes a single newspaper 
page as a decoy for snow geese 
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Cupping hand to mouth, he calls to geese 


| 


. and lures four within range Shing lugs blue goose that joined snows 


Expertly, Cajuns drive the mud 


Duck hunters hold up their kill for our 
boat along a narrow water trail 


inspection as we stop to take them home 


Like 
Rain 
They 


Come 


by 
GEORGE X. SAND 





They'd even fly in upside 
down, the Cajun said. Then 


we heard the rush of wings 





e hung on grimly as the careering 
\V) “mud boat” roared over the twisting 

waterway across the inky-black Lou- 
isiana marsh. The water was only inches 
deep, the trail barely as wide as the boat, 
and the flickering yellow light on our bow 
didn’t pick up the sharp turns until we were 
almost on them. 

Minutes earlier the six of us, with our 
Cajun guides, had left the dock at the Grand 
Chenier Hunting Club and were cutting 
through the marsh on the coast of the Guif of 
Mexico, between Grand Leke and Calcasieu 
Lake, abort 180 miles directly west of New 
Orleans. 

Three of us were going after geese—lanky 
Claude H. (Grits) Gresham Jr., who is with 
the Louisiana Wild Life and Fisheries Com- 
mission; stocky Julius (Shing) Schlingloff 
Jr., a retired New Jersey road builder, and I. 
The other fellows were to try their luck with 
ducks. 


i. seated beside me, looked at me for 
a second, then leaned over. “When it 
breaks dawn,” he yelled encouragingly, 
“you're gonna see the sky black with geese.” 
I hadn’t seen a sky black with geese for 
25 years—not since I was a kid with my first 
scattergun in the sea marshes of New Jersey’s 
Barnegat Bay—and if the promise of such a 
sight had come from anyone but Grits I 
wouldn’t have given it a second thought. 
The mud boat, a 25-foot craft with haywire 
rigging, lurched violently and the straining 
motor whined as, for a few moments, we 
seemed to be bouncing over dry land. I braced 
myself more firmly, at the same time trying 
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to comfort a frightened Labrador retriever hunched between 
my legs. Our nusky Cajun pilot, Henry Roy, sat in the bow 
behind a small piece of cracked glass that served as a wind- 
shield. The steering wheel, taken from a car and converted, 
was worn and wobbly. The engine was rusted, and the entire 
exhaust manifold and fume-leaking muffler glowed red as 
we raced through the darkness. The craft had no conven- 
tional cooling system. Instead, the insides of the engine’s 
radiator had been removed and the remaining shell crudely 
welded over with thin sheet steel to form a solid tank. The 
tank was connected to pipes that ran along the floor of the 
boat, and these were cooled by bilge water that sloshed over 
them. Henry liked it that way. 

“Otherwise,” he said, “these pipe, she choke on thee mud 
an’ leetle frogs—no?”’ He gave an eloquent shrug with his 
thick shoulders. He meant that an ordinary cooling system 
would soon have become clogged with mud and dirt sucked 
in from the shallows. 


e roared past a working oil well that was lighted up 
like a huge Christmas tree. After we passed it, Henry 
killed the motor and motioned for us to listen. 

A magic sound rose and fell on the cold wind—the honk- 
ing and babbling of geese. And as we listened it broke 
into a sustained, excited roar that must have come from a 
thousand throats. 

The guides consulted hurriedly in French, and Richard, 
the Cajun selected to go with Grits, Shing, and me, led us 
from the boat to the muddy bank. The others, with the 
Labrador, were to go elsewhere for their ducks, but the 
boat would return later to pick us up. 

Richard (pronounced Ree-shar) struck off across the 
marsh toward the clamoring geese. ‘‘They jus’ like women,” 
he chuckled. ‘Always gabbling.” 

It was still too dark to see much and Shing, who'd been 
pressing ahead in his enthusiasm, almost fell into a ditch. 

“Time, she is plenty of,” the Cajun assured him. “Geeses 
anyway know we come. It is when they come back we 
shoot.” 

We'd covered only about 500 yards when, against the 
graying sky, the first wary members of the great flock got 
up from the short-grassed meadows. Each successive group 
added its chatter to the swelling volume of sound as it 
took off, wheeled, and circled above the marsh. Then, with 
a mighty roar, the entire Eastern horizon seemed to lift up. 
‘“‘Levée en masse,” muttered Richard. Silhouetted against 
the sky, the birds were truly a spectacular sight. 

“They’re mostly blues and snows, with probably some 
Canadas and specklebellies mixed in,’”’ Grits said quietly. 


y7hen we reached the take-off site, we saw soft body 

feathers clinging to the marsh over a wide area, and 

there was plenty of evidence that the big birds had becn 
feeding on the tender roots of threesquares—bulrushes. 

Richard pointed to the nearest natural camouflage, a 
skimpy growth of waist-high reeds so wide apart that 
you could see through them in most places. ‘Make blind 
there. You go sit.” 

We did as directed, but we were disturbed by the thought 
that, regardless of how we tried to hide in such sparse cover, 
we'd be visible a mile away to anything flying over the 
marsh. Meanwhile the guide took a newspaper out of his 
hunting jacket and began to make decoys with it. Using 
perhaps a dozen pages, he twisted each one into a shape 
that bore a vague resemblance to the form of a snow goose, 
and wedged them into the grass about 25 yards in front 
of our “blind.” 

Shing had been watching skeptically. “Don’t worry,” 
Grits told him. ‘These fellows can call 'em down to a shoe 
box, if need be.” : 

Soon a flock of about 25 snows started to come back. 
Pumping slowly, they stood out clearly against the brighten- 
ing sky—big, graceful birds turning majestically on stiff 
wings. But they were high. 

Richard cupped a hand over his mouth, and a plaintive 
cry went skyward. Whoo, whoo, whoo-whoo. The birds 
paid it no heed. The guide called again, this time adding a 
watery gurgle at the end. Shing, Grits, and I dug ourselves 
deeper into the thin cover. 


One of the birds peeled off and started downward, but 
almost at once it resumed position in the ragged V-forma- 
tion as the leader swung away toward the shore of the 
near-by Gulf where other geese of the disturbed flock were 
milling and pitching about. 


hey must have spotted us,” I said. Richard made no com- 

ment. Instead, he squinted against the wind and pointed 
to another flight that had begun to move toward us. Once 
more the mournful call came from his lips. But the geese 
kept right on going. ‘Looks like maybe they’ve read our 
newspapers,” Grits said dryly. Richard shrugged. “You 
ready to shoot—-quick—whk~n I tell,” he said, and called 
once more. 

Suddenly a great flock «. .abbling birds swung in from 
behind us and slid slowly into view against the cloud- 
puffed sky. None of us dared move; even our faces were 
rigid. 

They were high. Too high, I would have thought-——a good 
70 yards, most of them—and I was surprised when the guide 
gave the order to shoot. I slipped off the safety on my 12 
gauge Remington autoloader and picked out the tail wing- 
man. I swung the end of the barrel into position behind 
him, followed through on his speed, and hid him briefly 
behind the Poly-Choke. Then I squeezed the trigger. 

The No. 4 shot must have dusted his blue feathers, for 
the broad wings suddenly began to beat rapidly as he 
grabbed for altitude. I tried again, but he kept right on 
climbing. 

Guns were popping sharply now, and the flight was 
rapidly becoming disorganized. From the corner of my 
eye I saw a streaking snow goose, lower than the others. 
I swung on it, but before I could pull it folded and came 
spinning down. That ended it. The geese had gone. I let 
out a breath and glanced at my grinning companions. 

“I got mine,’’ Shing said. 

“I got mine,”’ Grits echoed. 

The guide’s eyes twinkled as he stood up and smiled at 
me. “A leetle high they fly, yes?” 

“Yeah—just a leetle,” I mimicked. 

Richard left the blind to retrieve two blue geese, one of 
which was still flopping on the marsh. 


t the beginning of the season these birds will decoy to 
newspapers,” Grits explained. “But it looks like they’ve 
got smart.” 

A sudden throaty roar at our backs made me swing 
around. But instead of seeing a new cloud of geese, as 
I'd expected, I discovered that the sound had come from 
one of the oil rigs. The cone-shaped towers of the outfits 
dotted the marsh on all sides, and one was on a platform 
out in the Gulf a couple of mi‘es from shore. When Richard 
came back he pointed out an abandoned rig near by. It 
had suddenly “blow out” he said. It hadn’t caught fire, 
but escaping gas roaring up from deep in the earth had been 
heard for miles around. 

We heard more geese honking upwind, and hunkered 
down in the skimpy reeds again, eyes squinting in their 
direction. 

Four snows bore down on us fast, but I judge! their 
course would carry them well beyond our range. The guide 
began to call, and the big birds kept coming, strong pinions 
waving almost in unison. 

Whoo, whoo, whoo-whoo. 

“They're going to pass us up,” Shing grunted. 

“They might not,” Grits whispered. They did, but the 
Cajun continued to call. 


f pow surprisingly, they paused in flight—hung there 
against the sky on pumping wings, going nowhere. 
Richard gave out with a frenzy of whoos and gurgles. 
Slowly the geese turned and began to beat their way back 
toward us, calling inquisitively as they drew near. 

I heard the metallic snick of a safety being carefully re- 
leased, and I wanted to reach out to the end of my own 
gun barrel and adjust the variable choke from modified to 
full. But I didn’t dare move. 

The geese were about to pass almost (continued on page 122) 
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Camp view of our lake—a scene of breath-taking beauty Don caught the first trout from that point to the left 


“A keeper,” Norm grins, hefting a laker Bob Beddoe brings in one for the skillet 


Paul Baldwin offers proof he was in trout up to his neck Trot Trottier (right) and Paul unload a sample stringer 


We spent seven days in the Quebec wilds catching trout 


where no white man had ever fished—and we did it for 


asong. Here's how eleven of us made a dream come true 
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ADVENTURE 
for *48 


by FRED ASHCRAFT 


over the treetops, dipped, and shot back a long spray of 

silver as the pontoons spanked across the lake. Phil Lari- 
viere swung the red-and-silver Norseman around, taxied 
toward the beach, and cut the switches. By then the boys 
who’d come in on an earlier plane had set up the tents. 
Now all 11 of us pitched in getting the canoes and other 
gear out of the plane, and 15 minutes later Lariviere was 
nodding at us out the front window, a cigar clenched jaunt- 
ily between flashing teeth. 

“Au ’voir,” the dapper Quebec bush pilot called out with a 
wave of his hand. “’Fore I see you Saturday, you catch 
plenty fish, n’est-ce pas?” 

He surveyed the unbroken expanse of spruce, balsam, 
birch, and tamarack stretching away from lakeshore as far 
as the eye could see. Then the plane’s engine coughed, 
caught, and roared, and the graceful ship fled down the 
lake’s narrow gut, lifted clear of the water, and winged 
above the trees. 

It left behind a bunch of guys who'd never fished any- 
thing: more remote than New York’s Neversink River, but 
who now were standing, a stone’s throw from Hudson Bay, 
on the mossy shores of a dumbell-shaped lake where no 
white man had ever been known to fish and where there 
wasn’t even a trapper or a prospector in nearly 100 miles 
of wilderness. 

Don Powers, who owed his knowledge of the outdoors to 
a hitch as scoutmaster in Burlington, Vermont, snapped us 
to life. ‘‘Well,’”’ he whooped, ‘we came here to fish, didn’t 
we? Let’s get crackin’.” 

He ceremoniously marched to a point just beyond the 
beach and waggled a spinning rod from which dangied a 
small gold spoon attached to four-pound monofilament line. 
“Stand back for number one,” he boomed. Then he flipped 
the spoon far out into the blue water. 


I was getting on toward noon when the plane thundered 


he lure sank slowly, and Don lifted his rod tip and began 

to reel in line. Joe Lendway unlimbered his movie 
camera to preserve the moment on film, and Don turned to 
mug the camera. His spoon stopped. 

“Hung,” he yelled in mild disgust. “Just like back home.” 
He gave the rod a jerk. Wham. The wand was almost 
ripped from his hands as the tip bent over to the water. 
Line scorched out heedless of the drag. 

Arne Olsen, a big, smiling Swede who had never seen a 
live trout, was bugeyed. ‘You've got a fish,” he bellowed. 

All of us laughed and offered advice on what Don should 
do with his “snag.’’ Don, in water up to his waist by then 
and clinging grimly to the rod, turned to snarl at us—and 
his line stopped. He frowned, jiggled the rod, and off went 
the line again, this time up the lake, back, then up again. 
But the fish was tiring, and bit by bit Don recovered line. 

Fifteen minutes later we gathered around and looked 
through the crystal water at a nine-pound lake trout, 
scissoring back and forth and still trying to make a fight of 


Stowing gear aboard the plane at Quebec’s St. Félicien 


it. Bud Lane scrambled back and brought a net—one we 
used on the little brookies back home in Vermont. It was a 
laugh. About all it would hold was the laker’s head. Joe 
waded out and got a hand in its gills and hauled it ashore. 

“Well,” said Don, wiping his brow, “that’s the beginning.” 

It was—the beginning of some of the most fabulous and 
screwiest fishing 11 duffers ever tackled for $48 per man. 
That’s right—48 bucks each for seven days of fishing in the 
Quebec wilderness. It averaged out at about two cents per 
fish per man, a low price indeed for fulfilling the fishing 
dream of a lifetime. It was made possible by pinching pen- 
nies and planning and pooling resources for a year, and it 
proved that fishing virgin waters where every cast can 
mean a fish needn’t strain the thinnest wallet—if you go 
about it right. 


ake our gang. Not one of us makes over $7,000 gross a 

year, and the average is closer to $5,000. All of us have 
families, and most of us are paying for our homes and cars, 
and we have the same problems all fellows have who work 
for their living and fish for fun. 

I’m a newspaper reporter with an Arkansas largemouth 
upbringing who wound up in New York City and then 
escaped to Vermont. The other boys work at General Elec- 
tric’s Burlington plant. Norm Cummings is an engineer, 
Arne Olsen works in the drafting department, Don Powers 
and Ken Hinds in planning, and Ernie Carlson, Joe Lend- 
way, and Bud Lane are machinists. Trot Trottier is a pur- 
chasing agent, and Paul Baldwin and Bob Beddoe are 
section leaders. 

Only two of us—Don and Ken—had spent any time in 
wilderness country. Three had never slept outdoors over- 
night, and Arne didn’t even know what a trout looked like. 
Arne came to Burlington a couple of years ago without a 
symptom of fishing pox. But Lake Champlain borders his 
back yard, and one day he wandered down to it and dis- 
covered perch. Then, later, while drifting in a boat with Joe, 
one of the “perch” came smashing out of thz . ater, and 
Arne listened to the tunes a three-pound smallmouth can 
play on a reel. He caught the fever, but still hadn’t dis- 
covered trout and, like the rest of us, never dreamed he 
would ever meet up with them back of beyond. 


W: fished for those seven days on a lake without a name, 
ate fish three times a day, landed 300 trout, and threw 
back so many we lost count. We got wet, battered, bearded, 
and dirty, and had, in short, one devil of a good time. 

After Don nailed the buster we all went a little nuts fish- 
ing that lake. Nobody took time to be tired, though we'd 
been up all the night before, driving 500 miles from Bur- 
lington to St. Félicien, a quiet town set down where the 
Chamouchouane River enters Lake St. John. From there 
we'd flown 75 miles northward across endless timberlands 
dotted with thousands of lakes and (continued on page 68) 
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Standing in the shade of the old iron tree, this young buck doesn’t seem to know, or care, that it wasn’t made for him. It’s 
a quail roost—brush piled atop a pipe frame—put up by San Joaquin Valley hunters to attract and protect birds. It works fine 


Charter for Cholame 


He automatically drew the little 
.410 shotgun from its scabbard, 
then eased it back with a sheepish grin 
and took the camera from his brother 
Ian’s outstretched hand. With the quick- 
ening pulse of a quail hunter seeing his 
first point in a two-day ride, he moved 
toward a clump of sagebrush where 
Lem stood with an air of hesitation, but 
with his tail aquiver and his sensitive 
pointer’s muzzle drawing a bead on the 
thicket. 
“Never mind, Fben,” Ian McMillan 
called out. “It’s a rabbit. I can see 
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ye MeMillan slid off the big roan. 
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The ranchers were angry, and 
everyone was upset about the 
game scarcity. The McMillans 
said, ‘‘Now’s the time to act,” 
and the payoff was a stirring 
new concept in conservation 


him.’’ He dismounted. ‘vailsed past his 
brother, and gave the dog a friendly 
slap on the flanks. 

“Rabbit,” Ian repeated as the two 
remounted with the ease of a lifetime 
in the saddle. ‘Lem hasn’t pointed a 
jack in three years. But since we’ve 
been hunting for two days without see- 
ing a single covey of quail, maybe he 
felt he owed us at least one point be- 
fore quitting.” 

Rancher-sportsman Ian (Ike) Mc- 
Millan knew his dog better than a lot 
of people ever know their kids. For 
Lem seemed to sense that the season 











was over for 1945. And now, having done 
his best under the circumstances, he 
wagged contentedly ahead as the horse- 
men rode into the coppery sunset toward 
specks that were ranch buildings far 
down the valley. 

“Lem’s the best bird dog in the San 
Joaquin Valley—maybe in all California,” 
Ike said aloud, ‘and he’s driven to this. 
After 10 years together we're skunked.” 


he two men shared a single thought as 

they unsaddled in the pole corral that 
evening, unmindful of the cool fragrance 
of the sage. “Eb, it’s time to act,” said 
Ike. The other nodded a grim approval as, 
mounts stalled and fed, they trudged to- 
ward the ranch house. 

The moon was high and midnight well 
behind when a youthful neighbor, driving 
sleepily home from a square dance in the 
village, blinked with surprise at the lights 
burning so late in the McMillan home. The brothers were 
still talking and planning, conning old bag records and notes 
on game observations made in past years. 

The records confirmed their findings in the field. Hunting 
in their territory had been worsening for over 10 years as 
more and more reclaimable land went from mesquite to 
wheat. Gamebirds had really hit the skids in the past two 
years—1944 and 1945. The brothers finally put down their 
pencils and pushed themselves away from the table. 

‘‘Now’s the time to call a meeting,” said Ike. Eben agreed. 

It was held one chilly night a month later, inside the 
service station at the little town of Shandon. There’d been 
some talk, a few ideas had been suggested, but now there 
was a lull in the gathering. Ike McMillan took a deep breath 
and tried to guess the thoughts of the dozen ranchers and 
sportsmen who were present. Some sat by the stove, a few 
leaned against the wall, and one puzzled over a calendar, 
trying to dope out some connection between the improbable 
blonde and the hydraulic hoist she advertised. Nobody had 
spoken much, but Ike knew that here were the valley’s 
really earnest sportsmen—the men who'd help build for 
better hunting if anybody would. 

“All right, then,” Ike spoke up, hooking his thumbs in his 
belt. “We're agreed we’ve got too many hunters and not 
enough game. And at the rate land is being posted here in 
San Luis Obispo County, there won’t be an open acre in 
another five years.” 


Quail explode from a brush shelter and take off in bullet flight for the hills 


“Yes,’’ drawled a rancher who’d had some trouble with 
trespassers, “and yesterday I ordered some signs to post 
my property. Just in self-defense.” 

“Whoa there,” Ike laughed amiably, “time enough for 
that when it’s the only way left. Isn’t that what we said?” 

Nodding heads agreed. 

“We're here to find another way if we can,” he moderated. 
“Let’s go over the ground once more.” 

He summed up the sense of the meeting. First, ranchers 
were angry at a minority of hunters who’d been driving 
over their property, breaking or cutting fences, jacking 
deer, hunting out of season, and worse. Second, everyone 
was concerned about the scarcity of game. Deer were 
almost gone; you hardly ever saw one along the road like 
you used to. 

As for quail, they were so scarce hunting them would soon 
be a subject to yarn over with grandchildren. And dove 
hunting was near impossible, what with the water holes 
drying up and the number of guns waiting around the few 
remaining wet spots for birds to come in. 


S° we've got two big jobs to do,” Ike concluded. “In- 
crease the amount of game, and improve landowner- 
sportsmen relations. Whatever we do we've got to do as a 
group, because for years we've tried to lick this problem as 
individuals and we might as well (continued on page 58) 


Gene Rake. one-time world champion rodeo rider, buckles into a double on quail that have come back fast under club’s plan 
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Out of the brush, only a few yards from me, came a monstrous bull nilgai, crashing and blowimg as if pursued by the devil 


hen I signed a contract to teach in a college at Ka- 
\\/ bul, Afghanistan, I wondered if it would be worth 

while to take my .270 Winchester. True, I had got 
deer with it in Oregon and Washington, but I had a lot to 
learn about hunting and I knew nothing about big game 
in Asia. 

However, I had no place to leave the rifle, so I decided to 
take it along. This was in 1948, and the rifle collected the 
plentiful Kabul-dust until the summer of 1949. Then, in the 
mountains of northern Afghanistan, two kills on running 
ibex—-one of them a great piece of luck out at 250 yards 
gave me some idea of what I could do with that .270 if I 
worked at it. 

So that winter I went on the Great Hunt, two months in 
the Terai of northern India. And there, after an unpropitious 
start, I found that the great faith and confidence I had in 
the rifle was not misplaced. 

My hunting headquarters in India was in the village of 
Kashipur, some 15 miles from where the foothills of the 
Himalayas rise abruptly from the Ganges plain and perhaps 
125 miles northeast of New Delhi. I was fortunate in being 
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the guest and protege of A. D. Mukerji, director of a couple 
of land-colonization projects and the best hunter I have ever 
known. A tall, powerful Brahmin of the highest caste, he is 
a synthesis of much of the best of the East and the West. 

As a youth he won the All-India trapshooting champion- 
ship at Calcutta, in competition with many of the best wing- 
shots in the British Empire. After the war he settled near 
the Terai and divided his time between collecting rents and 
killing leopards. When the partition of India rendered mil- 
lions of people homeless, and the government undertook to 
clear the Terai forests for resettlement, Mukerji freely gave 
his services to this work—also to the necessary thinning out 
of the abundant wildlife. In the two years following the 
events of this story, he killed more than 20 tigers. 


he Terai is a lowland plain with intermingled patches of 
high grass and broadleaf forest. In variety and quantity 
of game it rivals the highland savannas of East Africa. 
Invariably, the first game newcomers to the country seek 
is the blackbuck, a beautiful antelope weighing not over 100 - 





pounds. Adult males are dark on top and white underneath, 
sporting magnificent long, spiral horns which make them 
admirable trophies. But it is the blackbuck’s speed that 
makes him unique. I’ve had one pace my automobile at an 
indicated 65 miles an hour and then, with no apparent 
strain, cut diagonally in front of the car and cross the road 
ahead. Nobody has ever found out just how fast a black- 
buck can go. 


MoM’ first victim was a young buck, shot through the neck 
with a 130-grain pointed expanding bullet—an old 
Peters load—at 200 yards. This one shot put the .270 and me 
in the good graces of the local boys. Shooting tradition in 
India is derived from long British usage, which limits 
chamber pressures to about 40,000 pounds and calls for a 
heavy, slow bullet fired from a double-barreled rifle with 
open sights. Good sportsmanship demands that no shots be 
taken at a greater range than 150 yards—the equipment 
just won’t produce consistently at greater ranges. That ex- 
plains why my first shot with what was contemptuously 


The 
270 and I 





In India they gaped when it killed 
a blackbuck at 200 yards with one 
shot. They hadn’t seen anything yet 











by TED SHATTO 
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called “the little peas-shooter” was an astonishing success. 

Mukerji provided me with an oxcart and driver. This 
two-wheeled vehicle, drawn by two bullocks, can go almost 
anywhere in the forest or grass. Because it is the common 
carrier of India, its appearance does not ordinarily frighten 
game. The hunter can sit more or less at ease (though walk- 
ing is far more comfortable) and see over the grass to spot 
game. Then he can slip over the cart’s side and make his 
approach. 


lone at dawn one morning, I spent half an hour stalking 

a herd of elk-size sambar deer, hoping for a glimpse of 

one of the huge stags. I was concentrating on the deer when 

I heard the crash of a large body in the brush behind me. 

Some animal was rapidly approaching. Tiger? I swung 

around with the .270 half-raised. I had told Mukerji it 

could handle anything in the Terai. But a lump collected in 

my throat, my lungs stopped functioning, and a vacuum 
took over where my stomach and accessories had been. 

Out of the brush, a few yards from me, came a bull nilgai, 
crashing and blowing as though pursued by the devil. I just 
stood there, weak-kneed and gulping, while the great blue 
bull paused, wondering what I might be. 

I knew what he was, all right—a grotesque half-ton ante- 
lope that looks to be part horse, part cow. Hunters despise 
him as a trophy—not worth the cost of a bullet—because of 
his ludicrous eight-inch horns. Hindus consider him a cow, 
so to eat his flesh is taboo. Even tigers pass him up in favor 
of the more succulent deer. 

For a few seconds we faced each other, the 1,000-pound 
monster and I, then he wheeled and ran off toward safety. 
He’d have made it, too, except that suddenly he turned 90° 
and offered a broadside running shot at 50 yards. This 
glimpse brought me quickly to life, and my 150-grain soft- 
nose bullet tore through his chest and sent him tumbling in 
the dust. 

I went on with my sambar stalking, but it was too much 
to expect that the wary forest deer would stay out in broad 
daylight with shooting going on. I followed their tracks 
until I lost them in the grass. Then I stillhunted back to 
where the nilgai lay concealed in a small patch of hip-high 
brush that was pretty much out in the open. On the opposite 
side of the brush patch were several nilgai cows—fantasti- 
cally homely creatures with fawn-colored horse bodies, goat- 
like necks, small heads, and extra-long forelegs. With each 
cow were one or more tiny brown- (continued on page 74) 
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We climb to top of coral; Don casts, gets unexpected strike; after 16 mimutes I net his ’cuda, to give to a Bahamian friend 


é 
ishing a remote pool in northern Maine, I once felt 
Bes I was the subject of an intense stare. A hasty 
glance toward the bank detected nothing, and I went 
on casting. But the feeling of an unknown presence in- 
creased. 

Finally I could bear the uncertainty no longer. I stopped 
fishing, turned, and examined the thickets on the banks 
around me. Soon I learned that my nerves weren't tricking 
me. Searching along a windfall, my eyes met the baleful 
glare of a large bobcat. For several seconds we exchanged 
stares. Then the cat crept from sight. 

Last year, again, the same uneasy feeling came over me. 
This time I was wading the flats of southern Florida, fish- 
ing with light tackle. Concentrating on redfish, spotted 
weaks, and jacks, I had worked farther from shore than I 
realized, when the uncomfortable state of mind hit me. 
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I scanned the mangroves of a small island near by, and 
seeing nothing more menacing than a drowsy pelican, I 
adjusted my tinted fishing glasses and looked into the clear 
sea. 

Then, as my gaze explored the water behind me, my spine 
suddenly prickled. Not a dozen feet away hovered two 
greenish-brown forms more than a yard long. Their snouts 
showed enough teeth to make me wish I’d rented a skiff. 
Barracuda! 

Feeling like a bird hypnotized by a snake, I stared at the 
torpedo-shaped bodies of the ’cuda, remembering the dire 
things I’d heard and read about them. I thought of their 
lightning speed and the chunks of flesh their jaws could 
rip from my bare thighs. And there they were between 
me and shore, which was 100 yards away. 

The ’cuda didn’t seem anxious to press attack. Yet, unlike 





Tigers 


of the Sea 





Barracuda make my blood run cold. But 
I've learned how to get revenge—fish 


the shallows for them, with light gear 











by GEORGE HEINOLD 


the bobcat in Maine, they didn’t go away. They stayed put, 
keeping their fierce look. 

There are those who claim that these “tigers of the sea” 
trail men out of curiosity. One seasoned bonefisherman had 
assured me that from one to six ’cuda had often followed 
him for hours without ever threatening him. “Pay no at- 
tention to ’em and you'll never be bothered,” he told me. 

Well, I certainly couldn’t stand out on those flats all day. 
I stepped forward slowly and quietly—one stride, then an- 
other. The ’cuda retreated toward shore as far as I ad- 
vanced. So I side-stepped a short distance, altering my 
course by three yards. They responded by altering theirs 
nine feet—in my direction. 


B" I kept going, wading nervously to shore. Once I 
stopped for a moment. So did the ’cuda. I don’t think 
the distance between us varied as much as two inches. 
They clung to my trail tenaciously all the way in. 

On shore I felt like a man who’s just cleared a fence 
ahead of a bull. To my surprise, the ’cuda had remained as 
close as they could get. I could see their dorsal fins. 

Suddenly a thought struck me. What was I doing loafing 
on the beach with opportunity at my feet? I removed the 
bucktail I had been using for lesser game and snapped a 
surface-riding plug onto my spinning line. Edging closer 
to the rim of the sea, I let the plug fly. 

It dropped about 20 feet beyond the two ’cuda. One 
dorsal fin flickered. I jerked the plug into motion and, 
gurgling and plopping, it floated nearer. Then the water 
around the fin bubbled, and out of the bubbles a spearhead 
of wake pointed directly toward the plug. 

A few seconds later, water sheeted upward. Out of the 
water came the barracuda. In mid-air he caught the lure 
that his rocketing rush had thrown high, and fell back with 
it clamped in his snout. 

My line twanged taut under the barracuda’s get-away 
run. His speed was dazzling. Then he came out of the 
water again, shaking and twisting wildly. And the plug 
went flying from his mouth. 

I didn’t know barracuda well at that time. If I had, I 
wouldn’t have been so dumfounded when this one came 
back for the same plug he had just thrown. The new at- 
tack was even more ferocious. 

He leaped and shook the plug, but luck wasn’t with him. 
The hooks had dug deep. He tried the air three times. 
Then, bearing down, he made a swift dash of 35 yards. I 
held on, allowing him to carry line as fast as he wanted. 

When he slowed he turned to one side, switching course 
rapidly. His erratic dashes gave me a chance to exert more 





Rip or grip—a ‘’cuda can do either 


control. At times his aimless runs tilted in my direction. 
He was tiring. 

I was making plans for beaching him when suddenly he 
made a tremendous surge, surfaced, and went skittering. 
He was desperate now. 

While I tried to puzzle out the cause of the barracuda’s 
strange behavior, I spotted another torpedo-like body rise 
behind him. Dorsal fin exposed, it streaked directly at my 
hooked fish. It was the other ’cuda, turning on his buddy. 

The two fish met with terrible impact. The savage jaws 
of the attacker slashed between the two top fins of the one 
held helpless by the hook, and ripped away a chunk of meat. 

Despite his horrible injury, the wounded 'cuda leaped out 
of the water, trying to twist away from the other’s snap- 
ping jaws. But he was still in the air when his underbelly 
was shredded by a raking thrust. Locked together, the 
two ’cuda fell back into a bath of blood. 

There was a convulsive lunge as the struggle continued 
under the surface. My line parted. Water stained with 
blood and guts foamed up. 

When I saw the dorsal fin of the killer glide slowly away, 
it occurred to me that he might still be aggressive enough 
to strike at a plug. Choosing one similar to the first, I 
cast it half a dozen yards ahead of the ’cuda. I drew it 
across his line of vision with jerks and twitches of the rod. 
The fin stopped moving. The plug had caught the 'cuda’s 
eye. The fin pivoted with the plug, but then held its position 
as the distance between it and the lure lengthened. Wasn't 
the ’cuda going to strike? Maybe a different tactic would 
stir him. I slowed the plug to a standstill. Then, with a 
violent sweey: of the rod, I made it hop. 


hat did it. The ’cuda flew to attack as though shot from 

a bow. Water lashed white under his tail. He had 
hooked himself so hard that a knife and pliers were needed 
to pry two barbs out of his mouth. 

The great barracuda, largest of a family of about 20 
species, has a talent for mayhem and murder. He is per- 
fectly designed to exercise the talent, too. Native to waters 
from South Carolina to Brazil, he reaches a length of from 
five to 10 feet (though rarely more than five) and ranges 
in weight from five to about 190 pounds. He has a tough, 
tubular body and an arrow-shaped head. The jaws in that 
head have wolf teeth in front, knife teeth in the center, and 
grinders aft. The fact that he habitually swims with his 
mouth partly open heightens the fearsomeness of his looks. 

Like a bulldog, the ’cuda uses his protruding lower jaw to 
apply viselike holds on his victims. For this purpose the 
large canine tooth at the tip of his (continued on page 101) 
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STAND AT THE PASTURE 


by K. C. RANDALL 
ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE GIGUERE 





year my father and I first hunted 


| must have been 11 going on 12 the 
grays with Uncle Leon. In those 


days, well before the automobile 
brought too many hunters to that part 
of Western Massachusetts, there was 
first-rate squirrel shooting on the hill 





It was awful, but I'd have to 
tell just what happened on my 
first deer hunt. Or would i? 


it was time for him to be picked up.” 

Listening, watching Father to see 
how he’d react, I thought my heart 
would burst. To hunt deer in November, 
to try for big game with Uncle Leon— 
that would be the fulfillment of an am- 
bition long held in secret. 








farms near Granby township. On that 
particular hunt when we reached the 
chestnut groves, Uncle Leon and Father went ahead to 
higher ridges, leaving me at a choice stand above which 
grays were known to hide in nests. 

Three hours later when they returned to pick me up, I 
was still on the same log, and a near limit was spread before 
me on the leafy ground. Long practice on tin cans and bot- 
tles with the short-barreled Stevens .22 had paid off—mostly 
with head shots. 

Uncle Leon showed pleasure at my success. He was a big 
man, strong-faced and stern-looking, and always, summer and 
winter, he wore a black cloth cap to shade his eyes. Not that 
they needed shading. They were steel blue and very sharp, 
saved from hardness by laughter wrinkles at the corners. 

He turned to Father now and said, “Charles, this boy of 
yours will make a deer hunter, give him time. I could put 
him on a runway today and expect to find him there when 


52 ourpoor LIFE 


But nothing was done about the deer 
hunting that year. Nothing more was 
said about it, either—not even on subsequent shoots when 
Dale Mathews from the farm above joined us. Dale was 
Uncle Leon’s companion in the woods. Ovur a span of years 
they had many experiences and always, as we drove the 
teain on the back roads to Turkey Hill, there was talk of 
partridges and woodcock, but for some reason deer weren't 
mentioned. 

Father and I didn’t go to the farm at all during No- 
vember. When the buck season opened, I followed along in 
the papers as best I could. Later, near Christmas, a heavy 
box arrived from the farm—jars of venison mincemeat and 
a note from Aunt Anna to say that Uncle Leon and Dale 
had taken bucks south of Turkey Hill, close to the high 
pastures where we’d hunted grays earlier in the fall. I took 
comfort in the thought that Uncle Leon may have thought 
me too young for deer. Surely the time would come when 








There was Uncle Leon, wait- 
ing in his buggy. It had been 
a long ride and I was chilled, 
but warm inside with the ex- 
citement of what lay ahead 


he’d recall his impression of me on my first hunt for grays. 

That summer, while on the long visit at haying time, I 
heard deer talk for the first time. My uncle always took on 
extra help in July and this year he hired a young man who 
owned a high-powered rifle, a .30/30 carbine. At noon hour 
one day he brought it out and fired at a discarded milk pail 
that was sparkling in the sun. Rod wasn’t much of a shot, 
and after he’d missed twice in succession, Dale Mathews, 
who'd come over to give Uncle Leon a hand, asked for the 
gun. “Shouldn’t miss a target that size, Rod,” he said. 


ale had lived in the Far West. He was red-faced, bandy- 

legged, and quick, with eyes so sharp they cut right 
through you. Now he cradled the rifle to get the heft of it 
and sighted offhand at the target. 

‘Mind if I try a couple?” he asked. 

Rod said go ahead, and Dale winked at Uncle Leon and 
me. I'd been standing there with my mouth open. Uncle 
Leon, resting in the shade of the big maple, hadn’t said a 
word. 

Dale’s first shot spun that pail up and into the air. Dale 
worked the lever and a second and a third burst sent the pail 
scampering down the field, glinting in the sunlight. He 
handed the rifle back to Rod. 


“Shoots real close,” he said dryly. “A well-balanced gun. 
If we could take deer with rifles in this state, I'd make you 
an offer. Always did iike the .30/30 carbine.”’ 

“Why can’t you use a rifle on deer in Massachusetts?” I 
asked. 

“Well, Cal,’’ he said to me, “‘there’s just too many hunters 
crowded into a small space. Not that we’ve noticed too much 
traffic on Turkey Hill, though, have we, Lee?” 

My uncle smiled agreement. 

“You have to use a shotgun then?” I asked. 

“That’s right,” Dale replied. “A scattergun and buckshot 
or ball cartridgre.”’ 

“How did you get your buck last year, ale?” I asked. 


Yome right up to me,’ Dale answered. “First the doe, 
C and then the buck. Someone t’other side of the ridge 
may have put them out. There was I on the higher ground 
wel! above the old wall that crossed the runway. Well hid- 
den I was and had been since daylight. Heard her coming 
through the brush. Don’t let it be said a deer don’t racket up 
the woods sometimes. When this one came to the wall, over 
she went, easy and pretty. I waited for Mister Buck, and sure 
enough he followed. It was no trick at all to down him on 
the fly, just as he cleared the wall.” (continued on page 108) 
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Rare close-up catches two-pound brown just as he noses the author’s Royal Coachman 


Then the trout sucks it im and the author strikes back. 


It all happens in a flash 
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STAY 
ON 
TOP 


by JOE BROOKS 


A dry-fly expert points out 
the little things that make 


trout suckers for floaters 


PHOTOS BY BILL BROWNING 


\ Je were on Yellow Breeches 
Creek, a_ well-known trout 
stream in southern Pennsyl- 

vania. My dry fly, a No. 14 Black 
Gnat, came bouncing down a fast glide, 
four inches out from a jumble of logs. 
The trout that dashed up for it changed 
his mind at the last second and almost 
ripped off a fin getting back home 
again. He was so big he gave me the 
shakes. Instead of resting him I had 
to rest myself. But after a few min- 
utes I managed to put the fly out there 
again. 

It came high-riding down the cur- 
rent as chipper as a birch-bark canoe. 
From four feet down under those logs, 
that wily old buster stuck his. beezer 
out, but he stayed at the foot of the 
stairs. I kept casting. I changed flies 
a dozen times, but still no action. 
Something was haywire. 

I put my thinking cap on. The fly 
was floating entirely free of drag. The 
leader was long and fine, tapered to a 
4X tippet. I was crouched low so the 
fish couldn’t see me. Everything seemed 
right, yet something was keeping him 
from hitting. 

First of all, I thought, there’s no 
hatch on. That fish isn’t out in the 
open on a feeding station. He’s deep 
under cover, a little hungry but not 
enough so to come to the table and 
reach for a knife and fork. 

I figured there were a couple of 
things to do if I wanted to make him 
hit a dry fly. I could simulate a hatch 
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by casting time and again in the same spot, floating fly 
after fly past him, and in that way convince him that soup 
was on. Or I could put on a No. 12 spider, a big powder puff 
of a fly. Oversize flies will often raise a trout just by tick- 
ling his curiosity, and even if he won’t grab the big fly, he’s 
usually aroused enough to take a swipe at a smaller offer- 
ing later. 

Since this particular trout had already shown enough en- 
thusiasm to take a glance at the Black Gnat, I decided to 
make like a hatch with it. After 11 casts and floats he 
came out from under the logs. Another eight casts pulled 
him up within a couple of feet of the surface. He looked 
ready. He also looked like he would weigh four pounds. 

On the next cast he spotted the fly, moved up to within 
an.inch of the surface, let go his fin-hold in the current, 
drifted back with it, opened his mouth, and inhaled. 

I raised the rod tip and set the hook but I couldn’t hold 
him and he slammed under the logs and broke off. But 
what of it? I liked putting one over on that tough old 
cannibal. The satisfaction was in the play, calling the 
pitch, and showing him the right offering in the proper way. 
That’s the sport in dry-fly fishing, and incidentally there’s 
the moving water, the peaceful meadows, and the quiet 
pleasure. Because of this challenge and satisfaction, dry- 
fly men call their sport tops in angling. 


Ithough many anglers class dry-fly fishing as the most 
demanding kind, it is nevertheless the best way for a 
beginner to start. The dry fly is easier to cast than the wet, 
you see the fish strike, and you see when drag starts. And 
drag is the root of nearly all the fly fisherman’s troubles. 

“What makes drag?” asked my nephew, Paul Levering, 
when I was teaching him to fly-cast. 

“Drag is caused when the fly is pulled by the leader and 
line downstream or across the stream at a rate slower or 
faster than the current,’”’ I answered. “Your artificial fly 
ought to ride straight downstream like a natural fly that’s 
at the mercy of the current.” 

Paul made a cast and dropped his fly on the smooth sur- 
face of the pool. It looked good, with wings cocked high, 
but it wasn’t moving. It was resting in still water. Then 
the current caught the line and bellied it downstream, pull- 
ing the leader and fly after it. 

“You have drag now,” I told Paul. 

“But the fly’s riding high. It looks all right.” 

“Just because the surface is smooth and the fly sits up 
doesn’t mean you haven’t got drag,” I said. “Look at the 
naturals beside it.” 






In he comes, caught on a No. 10 hook in Montana’s Big Hole River 








Angler selected him, concentrated all casting on him alone 





Paul’s fly was moving quite a bit faster and in a different 
direction. Any trout down there below was going to know 
there was something different and wrong about that fly. 
And as if to prove it, even as we watched, a fish came up 
and took one of the naturals within just a few inches of the 
artificial. 

Once more Paul cast and the fly floated along untouched. 
“There are at least half a dozen fish rising out there,” he 
said. “‘You’d think one of them would hit.” 

“Pick out a single fish,” I said. “Then figure your water 
for a good float to him. Forget all the other fish and con- 
centrate on just that one.” 

It’s like shooting into a covey of rising quail—if you don't 
bear down on one, you'll miss them all. Regardless of how 
eagerly the trout are feeding, if you don’t put the fly down 
the groove to a certain fish, you'll do remarkably little 
business. 

“T’ll try that one,” said Paul, nodding toward a riser 
about 30 feet out and slightly above us. 

“Take a gander at the speed of the current between you 
and the fish,” I said. “It’s moving fast, and that’s the water 
that’s going to hurt you. It’s one of the toughest spots to 
get a free float—the fast current between you and where 
you want the fly to float.” 

“Use the S-cast,” I suggested. 

“What's the S-cast?” asked Paul. 

The S-cast—also called the slack-line cast or the snaky- 
curve cast—is a cast that has been used by dry-fly men 
since time immemorial. You strip extra line from the reel, 
say seven or eight feet more than needed for the distance 
to be cast. At the end of the forward throw, the angler 
stops the forward movement of the line, holding the rod 
high and pulling back a bit with it. The extra line will 
shoot out until it’s stopped short by the reel, and that drops 
the line in snakelike curves. Before these curves straighten 
out in the current you'll get at least a couple of feet of free 
float, and that’s enough when a fish is hungry. 

“Wish me luck,” said Paul, getting his line in the air. 


aul false-cast until he had 35 feet out, then he shot the 
line forward until it yanked at the reel. The fly lit as 
lightly as a bird four feet upstream from the rising fish. It 
bobbed jauntily right over him, absolutely free of drag. 
That 14-incher grabbed it without hesitating and a few 
minutes later, his face one big grin, Paul was landing his 
first trout. 
There are exceptions to the free-float rule. Sometimes 
you can take fish by skittering the (continued on page 94) 


55 





DECEMBER, 1954 


























Nir. Red Stumps Himself 


by BEN EAST 








We walked down many a fox—not using dogs at 


all—but had never seen one act that way before 





need to stop and get his bearings. Hunting deer in 

cutover country along Gilchrist Creek, in northern 
Michigan, he had started to make a drive for his two com- 
panions. The day was overcast and there was tracking snow 
on the ground. It was an area where logging operations 
had long since been completed, and the place was pocked 
with stumps and grown up with thickets of young balsam 
fir. Walt pulled out his compass and took a reading. When 
he looked up, he saw a red fox about 10 feet away, staring 
him straight in the face. 

He had heard nothing and seen no movement. Crashing 
through the brush, trying to move deer ahead of him, he 
had been making enough noise himself to scare any normal 
fox away. Yet there was Mr. Red, looking surprised and 
curious but not at all afraid. 

Walt had never killed a fox. Not many hunters in our 
part of the country have. But he decided then that he’d 
rather have that red pelt than a big rack of deer antlers. 
His rifle was out of reach, two steps away. 


M friend Walter Lentz wasn’t exactly lost but he did 


He stared back at the fox, trying to decide what to do. 
Neither of them moved a muscle. Then Walt took a cautious 
step backward, putting out a hand for his gun, and the fox 
vanished into a thicket like a rust-colored spook. 

It goes to show that nobody knows what Mr. Red will do 
next. He’s smart and wary, fast as forked lighting, and 
elusive as smoke. Yet every now and them he lets his 
guard down, shows about as much sense as a porcupine, and 
consequently loses his skin. 

Take for example the fox we hunted last winter in the 
hills along Buckhorn Creek, a few miles from my home in 
southeastern Michigan. He stayed ahead of us for hours 
and showed us a very neat string of tricks, but just when 
he finally had us all the way behind the eight-ball he made a 
couple of blunders, and they were his last. First he lost 
his head because he saw a bunch of deer take a powder, 
and next But let me tell it the way it happened. 

We have a lot of foxes in our neighborhood, and an odd 
way of hunting them. We walk ’em down. I described that 
method in “The Track Walkers” (continued on page 83) 


ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN GOULD 
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Another hen pheasant went flailing 
out, and the fox jumped hungrily 
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Charter for 
ACholame 


(continued from page 47) 


admit it can’t be done that way. Before 
we go home tonight, what do you boys 
propose to do about these two prob- 
lems?” 
Then Ike McMillan, who knows when 
to shut up, quietly sat down. 
i a “I propose,” roared a rancher with 
at ee “Ss ~ — a frame like an oak barrel and a chin 
ie me like a snowplow as he hoisted himself 
to his feet, “I propose we form an asso- 
ciation right here to see how those jobs 
can be done. Then let’s go ahead and do 
’em.” He banged his fist for emphasis, 
and a neat pyramid of quart oil cans 
tumbled with a crash in the corner of 
the room. 


The valley’s big. “Lots of room for sportsmen,” Ike said. 





hat’s how the Cholame Township 

Sportsmen’s Association was born, 
a group whose influence was soon to 
change the hunting picture on 250,000 
acres along the inner coast range, and 
whose blueprint for action could be a 
model for hunters everywhere who are 
willing to invest something beyond 
their license dollars to underwrite their 
sport. 

During the group’s first two monthly 
meetings, with school-teacher Gil Dun- 
can as chairman, proposals to improve 
hunting flew back and forth like the 
birds which, only 60 years before, were 
so abundant that in one week two 
market hunters killed 8,400 quail in the 
near-by Temblor Mountains. 

Everybody knew what the first step 
should be. If you want more birds you 
raise them and turn them loose. 
Naturally. So brooders were built. Soon 
a dozen pairs of quail, strutting in their 
pens near the school grounds at Shan- 
don, had local youngsters goggle-eyed. 

‘“‘Now that we’ve got the brooders go- 
ing good,” a new member said to Ike 
at a meeting, ‘what about this food- 
and-cover business you were talking 
about? Think we could try it?” 


Labor crew of sportsmen earn right to hunt by setting out a new game area. Birds 


crowd in close to McMillan ranch house (below). Note quail on fence in foreground e could try,” Ike allowed carefully. 


Before the meeting was over he 
found himself on a new committee 
the Cover Committee. That night the 
brothers McMillan grinned happily all 
the way home. 

Then came the thefts—but it was 
fully six weeks before they were 
exposed. 

Meetings were being rotated among 
the ranches, and out in the kitchen 
one night the girls were fixing a snack 
when the light dawned. 

“T’ve been missing some sheets,” one 
said. 

“You have? So have JI, and I’m 
worried.” 

“Say, is your husband on this Cover 
Committee or whatever they call the 
latest excuse to get out?” 

He was and so, it developed, were all 
the other percale pilferers. They’d been 
taking the sheets, spreading them 
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Barbara McMillan sits beside one of “gallinaceous guzzlers” 
which store rain water for gamebirds’ use during dry spells 


under bushes bearing pods of seeds used by quail for food, 
and threshing the plants with flails. Then they’d been 
gathering the ripe seeds and secreting them in sacks for 
planting next spring. 

The collecting went on all that fall and winter, and 
throughout the spring of 1947 the committee planted the 
seeds in a little hidden valley known as Post Gulch. It was 
chosen because, as game range, it is typical of the whole 
Cholame area. But when the committee was asked to report 
on its work, Ike was vague and noncommittal. “We don’t 
want to tell you what we're going to do,” he said. “We'll 
wait a year and then tell you what we’ve done.” 

The committee was almost forgotten by the group, but all 
that summer it carried on—a casual meeting at the Shandon 
post office, a get-together at the feed store, maybe a dish of 
ice cream on a member’s porch some warm evening. Mean- 
while, in spite of 1947’s near-record drought, the plantings 
at Post Gulch grew green and lush. 


A was getting ready to brim over into September. A 
brook trout curled lazily to the surface, sucked in a 
grasshopper, and finned complacently back behind a sub- 
merged rock. But neither of the sportsmen had even noticed 
the trout rise, so absorbed were they in a crude sketch 
traced on the sandy shore of the tiny lake 9,000 feet up in 
the Sierra Nevada. 

“This big oval, Irvie, is the ranch,” said Ike McMillan, 
pointing his sharpened stick to the outline, like an army 
pilot briefing his team on the target for today. “And this 
smaller circle is the packaged plot for wildlife. The plot’s 
the important thing; we reckon to have one for every 1,000 
acres at first—-and lots more later.” 

He went on to say that in the plot were three things wild- 
life needed more of in the territory—food, shelter, and 
water. These three things were there because the committee 
had put them there, and the whole thing had been fenced 
to keep cattie out. 

“Now if we put in enough of these plots the birds and the 
animals will come back, won’t they?” he asked. 

The other nodded eagerly. 

“We get the ranchers to sign an agreement,” Ike con- 
tinued. “That agreement would be a charter—a charter for 
Cholame! Under it, association members would enter a 
rancher’s property and fence off a little plot for the use of 
wildlife. The landowner would furnish the acreage, the 
sportsmen would do the work, and both would share the 
wildlife dividends.” 

Irvie’s face registered just the right amount of gravity. 
Ike went on, full of his subject now, talking more to himself 
than to his listener. 

“For water in the plots, we’d run pipes from stock water 
tanks, if there were any, to the ‘toenail troughs’ we've 
invented. In places we’d have to build ‘gallinaceous guzzlers’ 
—the contraptions Ben Glading of the game department 
perfected. They catch rain water and funnel it to under- 
ground reservoirs where birds can get to it during dry 
spells. For shelter, wed set brush roosts on top of pipe 





frames, making platforms six feet off the ground that 
should attract quail just as silos attract pigeons. And, for 
food in the plots, we’d put in Sudan grass, milo, and wheat. 
Saltbush and quail brush would be planted—the two kinds 
that have done best up in Post Gulch. We'd provide brush- 
piles for small game, and e 

Spu-lash! Another trout rose—a three-pounder at least. 

“Meeting adjourned,” yelled Ike, as both sportsmen 
reached for their rods. “Go ahead, Irvie. You try him first.” 
After all, it was Irvie McMillan’s birthday. Eight years old 
today. 

The MecMillans had barely got back into their ranch rou- 
tine after the 11-day fishing vacation in the Sierra Nevada 
when time came for Ike to present to the Cholame Town- 
ship Sportsmen’s Association the plan he’d rehearsed on his 
son. The gang rose to the packaged-plot idea as eagerly as 
the trout had risen to the grasshopper. But was there a 
hook here too? 

“This business about getting landowners to sign agree- 
ments,” one member brought up. “Who’s going to tie the 
bell around the cat’s neck? Who’s going to take the agree- 
ment forms around?” 

“T nominate Ike McMi'lan,”’ another member moved swift- 
ly, hiding a grin in his hand. “Second the nomination,” came 
quickly from a third. 

Where some might have started the campaign with 
caution, McMillan grabbed a handful of the contracts and 
set out boldly to cover the township. Solidly behind him, he 
knew, was a sincere and steadily growing organization 
headed by a capable bunch of officers. Will Erickson, Mer- 
vel Tucker, Joe Russell, Ivor Hansen, and Earl Grove—they 
were men you could count on. 





7* the fall of 1948 Dave Selleck of the state’s Department 
of Fish and Game came down for a look at the quail 
situation. 

“Hunting’s terrible so far,” Ike warned him. “But we've 
only been going three years. Give us 10 years and we'll have 
quail all over the place.” 

That night the two reviewed the group’s work. “We'll co- 
operate with you 1,000 percent,” Selleck said when they’d 
finished. ‘“‘We’ll send a technician down next week.’ And so 
the state, a mighty ally, joined the local movement. 

Now heavily tarned crews from the game department 
came into the valley, placing a guzzler here, a fenced plot 
there. Ranchers, sportsmen, and game technicians toiled to- 
gether, and as the months and years went by and game 
became more abundant they hunted together. They stuck 
close to the original plan: when a game surplus became 
available, sportsmen and landowners cropped it equaily. 
Game populations, carefully censused each year, were the 
bases for declaring surpluses, and kill totals were set 
accordingly. 

Where vandals formerly had_sneaked onto ranches by 
back ways, sportsmen now drove in through front gates—— 
and waved as they went by. Sometimes they persuaded a 
landowner to hunt with them “just for an hour’’—an hour 
that often stretched out into a day. 

In 1950, members built some large (continued on page 88) 





Young birds can’t drown when drinking from “toenail trough” 
like this, a Cholame invention. Valves limit water’s depth 
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STINKY CREEK 


(continued from page 33) 


Bert was medium short, mild-spoken, and husky. “Pleased 
to meet you folks,” he drawled. ‘ - four Indians’ll take 
good care of you. I’m the cook. A . ppy hunt depends as 
much on what goes into your stomach as what you shoot. 
Bought new tents and stoves just for this trip. Want every- 
thing right.” 

Leaving Grande Prairie, we poked along over chuckholes, 
overnighted at Beaverlodge, and turned in by the mailbox at 
Bert's Hazelmere ranch a day later. 

Pitched on both sides of a shady lane were the gleaming 
new tents. We stopped in front of the saddle rack. Cases of 
canned stuff, bags of flour, sacks of potatoes, onions, boxes 
of oranges, grapefruit, tarps, bedrolls, camp chairs, rope, 
axes, saws, pots, pans, knives and forks, stoves—the myriad 
items that make a 28-horse pack trip a luxurious adventure 
were strewn on the grass. 

“Don’t let this mess scare you,” Bert said. “It may not 
look as if we'll be packed by tomorrow, but we will. It’s al- 
ways like this at the start. Take the pick of tents. The In- 
dians, Leo and Steve, will help unload.” 


M* nosed his car under the aspens. I backed mine 
against the icehouse. We opened the petcocks to drain 
the radiators. Leo ambled up, an enigmatic smile on his 
bronze face. He walked with a crouch, as if someone had 
just yanked a horse from under him. 

I opened the rear of the car and pointed to four scabbarded 
rifles. “How long do we pack before we hunt?” 

Leo gathered up the gun cases, breathing heavily, needle 
sharp eyes glancing upward. He thought a minute, then, as 
if he’d found the answer in the blue, he blurted, ‘Pack five 
days. Stinky Creek, hunt.” A black 10-gallon hat topping 
him like a beehive, he rocked after Ethie to the tents. 

Steve, the Indian guide assigned to Mac, was twice as tall 
as Leo, a mountain of muscle. He grabbed all of Mac’s duffle 
in a full arm clutch and strode off behind Ede. 

In adjoining tents, the two feminine hunters chatted like 
newly wed wives setting up housekeeping. They blew up 
sleeping bags, took out clothes, and put cosmetic cases on 
spare pack boxes. 

Our meals that night and the next morning—August 28— 
were served in Bert’s red ranch house, cooked by Jean, his 
wife. If they were a sample of what Bert himself could do, 
we wouldn’t get jippy stomachs on this trip. 

At 3 o’clock in the afternoon the Indians started out with 
strings of haltered horses and we four hunters followed 
across grain fields and over the potholed highway until 6 
p.m., when we pitched camp in a grove of quaking aspen. 
The packsaddles, bridles, and packs came by truck. 

“Made it short today,” Bert said. “Have to get the knots 
out of you city folks before we get down to business.” 

My legs did feel as numb as if they had been left in a 
freezer when I slid off Ruby, the roan Morgan mare with 
a white spot on her forehead. “You can’t get an argument 
out of me,’”’ I said. 

Next morning the aspen, sifted with dust, rang with the 
shouts of Bert and the Indians. Horses sunfished, reared, 
and rolled on their backs. Except for huge black Nellie, the 
lead mare, these horses hadn’t been saddled for a year, and 
every animal in the bunsh hated the feel of the cinch and 
the weight of the pack on its spine. Some broke halters and 
ran off to be roped again; others yanked against the spring 
of a sapling until they settled down. Bert had to blindfold 
and hog-tie. One wild bay, which had never felt a pack- 
saddle, hoisted so much canned goods to the sky that Bert 
gave up, finally lashing the sheet-iron stoves on him. As it 
later developed, that wasn’t such a bright idea. 

Finally, about noon, the long line of heavily packed, 
mountain-trained horses stepped nervously down an aspen- 
yellowed slope to the flat along the Wapiti River. 
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““May have trouble getting across,” Bert said, jogging up 
to me. “Had to rent some of these horses from the Indians. 
Shortage. This bunch never traveled together before. Heavy 
packs’ll make ’em act their age in a day or so.” He gave his 
mare a dig. “If any of the danged cusses skip upriver, snub 
‘em back. Ruby’s a dandy round-up horse.” 

“Y’bet.” But if I'd known what I was in for I wouldn't 
have been so willing to take the job. 

Ede, Mac, and Ethie walked their nags to the ford, 
slumped in saddles, and looked at the swift, shallow water. 

Big Nellie stepped gingerly into the 300-yard-wide stream 
and glanced around. Not a horse followed her. Six were 
high-tailing it upriver along the scrubgrcwn bank. Another 
six galloped back toward Hazelmere as if wide open on a 
mile track. Still another big bunch streaked downriver. 

I gave Ruby a jab in the belly and charged after the up- 
river bunch. I caught up with them, finally, and drove them 
back. Then I chased those legging it toward Hazelmere. 
After tailing them for a mile I shooed them back to the 
ford. By that time the first string had scooted upriver again. 


B* like kids whose naughtiness has lost its fun, the three 
strings finally decided to be good and waded into the 
river behind Nellie. By that time we had lost two hours. 

Ede, Mac, and Ethie urged their horses into the cold 
water, then the Indians, Bert, and I. If Ruby had stumbled 
I would have pitched off and drowned happily, without a 
gurgle. 

About halfway across, the wild horse packing the stoves 
slipped on the saucer-sized brown rocks and fell. Panicky 
from the rattling hardware, he splashed in a humping yal- 
lop to the opposite bank as if the water were boiling. Ede, 
Mac, Ethie, and I reached the muddy shore. Leo rode up. 

“We go Two Lake trail,” he grunted. ‘Stinky Creek.” He 
kicked his pony up the steep grade, through towering yel- 
low birch, hemlock, and spruce. Nellie and the wild horse 
followed, Bert staying behind with us. 

Suddenly, as we were starting up the trail, we heard a 
boom like an avalanche. A twisting bay body with arched 
neck and flailing legs came tumbling down the mountain, 
banging from tree to tree like a marble in a pinball ma- 
chine. It was the wild horse packing the stoves! 

On top first was the horse, then the stoves. He rolled onto 
a soft spot and slid like a bear down a snowbank into a 
copse of aspens. Many trees paralleled the ground before 
growing upward. His neck wedged between one of them and 
the ground. The more the horse kicked and writhed, the 
tighter he jammed himself into the natural vise. 

Bert shook his head, jumped off his mare, and walked to 
the aspen. The Indians leaped from their ponies. Ede, Ethie, 
Mac, and I watched. 

Steve stepped up to the kicking, hard-breathing horse, 
grabbed the head, and yanked. But it was like prying a 
turtle from its shell. Then Leo lassoed the jabbing legs and 











I went flat on my back when I 
tried to reach the willows in 
a final dash, but the grizzly, 


across the gulch, kept coming 
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We started with a bustle of activity at Bert’s Hazelmere ranch 
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got a bight around a tree. But all four Indians—yanking, 
jerking, and heaving for half an hour—could no more budge 
the wild bay than they could turn over the mountain. 

Finally Bert yelled, ‘“You’ll have to cut down the aspen.” 
Leo nodded. He stood at one side, Steve at the other, 
ducking the flying hoofs. Axes flashed in the sun, chips flew, 
and at last the crooked tree fell. The wild horse leaped up, 
stood a minute dazed, then trotted up behind Nellie. 

The horses plodded up the grade and almost immediately 
another commotion started up ahead. Saplings bent, broke, 
rocks crashed, small stones showered down. Over all was 
the din of stoves! 

The wild horse eventually piled into a spruce 50 yards to 
the right. Bert whirled his gray Stetson, leaped off his mare, 
ran and grabbed the halter. 

“The ornery cuss can’t even stick on the trail. Take off 
those stoves,’ he shouted, “or we'll never get to Stinky 
Creek!” 

Leo loosened the cinch. The stoves slid to the ground. 

“Put ‘em on Nellie,’ Bert said. “She'll have to carry 
double until this critter gets some sense.” 

The horses staggered up the steep, rocky trail, through 
yellow birch, poplar, and hemlock. Then we plopped through 
a soupy meadow dim with fog. We pitched camp on Moose 
Creek at 9 p.m. 

Ede piped up. “I’m not tired.” 

I didn’t say anything. I was bushed. I could have hit the 
sack without taking off my hat. 


ext day we clumped past brick-red Indian paintbrush, 

wild rhubarb and blueberry bushes, through muskeg, 
and colonnades of hemlock as high as a church. Nellie packed 
the stoves without a murmur, the wild bay trotting beside 
her like a colt. At noon we gnawed ham sandwiches and 
drank canned milk in our saddles. The Indians stopped a 
few minutes, late in the afternoon, to boil the pot for tea. 

On one stretch of soggy muskeg, horses belly down, feet 
whooshing, I heard the rattle of stoves. Ethie was riding in 
front of me. 

“What's the matter now?” I called. “Nellie allergic to 
sheet iron too?” 

“Look!” cried Ethie. 

Nellie came charging out of the muskeg and into the hem- 
lock, her pack flopping, stoves clanging like cymbals. 

The number two horse plunged off the trail, and dived 
into the thick-needled branches. Bert whirled his Stetson 
like a buckaroo, his mare rearing. The Indians’ ponies sun- 
fished every which way. Mac’s horse likewise. Ede’s ran as 


Sif locoed. 


Ethie cried, ‘“Yellowjackets!” 

Her rusty white took off like a polo pony, hightailing it 
for the trees to brush off the wasps burning its skin. 

Then Ruby began to dance, feet stabbing, yellowjackets 
swarming about her like smoke. She sailed and skidded 
down a muddy hill in 20-foot leaps, jumped a stream at the 
bottom, and raced up the opposite bank. I stood in the stir- 
rups and leaned on the reins, but I couldn’t hold her. 

After those few frantic minutes, the yellowjackets quit 
the race. Ruby ran out of steam and stopped. i glanced 
around and spotted Bert. His face was sober. 
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“How d’you like yellowjackets? 
panted. 

Bert nudged his mare. “The yellow devils sure can am- 
bush a packtrain!”’ 

Three days later, in the afternoon, my nostrils caught a 
strange odor. As our horses plodded from a spruce thicket 
to a brown-matted meadow, it got more pungent. 

“What the devil?” I reined close to Bert. 

He grinned, the big Stetson low on his forehead. “Stinky 
Creek.” 

“You mean——-?” I couldn’t believe anybody would make 
a base camp here. 

“Sure. Lots of game.” Bert cantered ahead. 

As Ruby clumped ahead over the frost-burned grass, the 
smell grew worse. It smelled like hydrogen sulphide, car- 
rion, and sewer gas blended into one. 

“Whew!” I held my nose. 

Ede sang, “Stinky Creek, here we come!” 

Late that evening the smoky mess tent was filled with 
enough cooking smells to outdo Stinky Creek. We put down 
baked ham, mashed potatoes, dehydrated parsnips, ban- 
nock, and stewed peaches, all cheffed by Bert. 

Afterward, in our tent, I said to Ethie, “How do you like 
Stinky Creek?” 

“It’s beautiful,’’ she bubbled. “Little meadow surrounded 
by peaks. And the leaves all beginning to turn és 

I shook my head. “But doesn’t that sulphur smell get 
you?” 

“Bert says it’s just the natural smell of sulphur springs, 
and when the wind changes we won't notice it.” 

Mac and I were the dragtails on this hunt, I decided. 
Grumbling about cold water swimming. Kicking about 
smells. Ede and Ethie thought everything was fine. 

On opening day of the hunting season the four of us 
were in the saddle by 7 a.m. and hit the timber with the In- 
dians. Bert stayed behind to slick up camp. 

For two hours we climbed, heavy green branches lashing 
our faces and clouting our, knees. On a slope beside the trail, 
a silver fox lifted a front paw daintily, stared, trotted on. 

We climbed to 7,000 feet. Wind whistled across the slip- 
pery, grassy mountain. A deep gully lay between us and a 
burn, starting to grow new shoots. We got off our horses 
and began to eat lunch. 

Suddenly Steve, Mac’s guide, hissed, “Grizzly.” 

I focused my binoculars and felt my jaw stiffen. A young 
grizzly was digging roots, zigzagging toward us. 

“Yours, Mac. Go collect him.” I whispered. 

Whether he thought it was too much work to shinny 
down the 500-foot gully, or that there would be plenty more 
grizzlies, or that he should be a gentleman and let Ethie 
and me have first biood, I will never know. Anyway, Mac 
said: “You and Ethie knock him over.” 

I didn’t argue. Perhaps I wasn’t so much of a gentleman. 
Anyway, there wasn’t time for a pow-wow. “Okay,” I said. 

Ethie’s .30/06, and my .300 Winchester were on the ground 
beside us. We picked them up and pussied down the vertical 
slope, heels digging so as not to fall into the gulch. 


he said. “I don't,” I 





alfway down I began to sweat. I opened my jacket and 
began to slip it off. Underneath was a red-and-black 
wool shirt. Leo scowled. “Bear no like red. Keep on coat.” 

I started to grumble, but changed my mind. I steamed, 
skidded, clutched short grass to keep from falling, stumbled 
again. With one eye on the bear, I saw he was still rooting, 
head down, working slowly toward us. I forgot Ethie and 
Leo. Near the bottom of the gulch I spotted a clump of 
scrub willows, headed for it, and fell on my back, rifle in 
the air. I picked myself up, finally, and shouldered into the 
leaves. Then I remembered Ethie. Somehow I knew that 
she was on the other side of the willows. 

I later learned that she was there, watching me through 
the screening leaves and wondering if I was waiting for her 
to shoot. But I couldn’t see her and had no way of guessing 
her intentions without reading her mind, which I never do. 

Still watching the bear, I got in my sling and scrunched 
back on my heels. I didn’t want to slide on down into the 
gulch when my rifle recoiled. 

.Leo squatted beside me. “No be nervous,” he whispered. 

He was only trying to help. But I could have bit him. If he 
hadn’t brought it up I wouldn’t have remembered. Again I 
jabbed in my heels, tightened my sling, settled my seat. 
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Ethie and Ede perch on Nellie, Bert’s big, powerful lead mare 


The grizzly was still head down, rooting, a small target 
through the Lyman 48 peep. He edged toward us, each 
minute growing larger. My finger reached for the trigger, 
took up two thirds of the pull. Why wait? 

But the longer I waited, the easier the grizzly would be 
to hit. Sweating like a wrestler, I sucked in a lungfull of air. 
I couldn't hold off too long. The wind might shift. But I 
waited. The grizzly came closer—step, step, step, each one 
enlarging him in the peep ring. 

I was gripping my rifle like a sledge. “Easy now,” I told 
myself. I felt the firm pull of the sling, felt my heels solid 
on the grass, my elbows hugging my shins, the stock 
smooth against my cheek. I pressed the trigger. At almost 
the same instant, Ethie’s rifle roared. 

The grizzly jumped and ran. I fired again and the bounding 
bear shuddered and ran on. Had I shot over him, under 
him? No dirt had kicked up. I steadied the front sight and 
squeezed again. I barely heard the boom. The grizzly hit 
the burn like a sack of potatoes heaved from a truck. 

Leo half slid, half tumbled into the gulch, Ethie and her 
Indian guide appeared behind him. I tore out of the sling 
and followed. 

When I got to the burn, Leo, grinning, was holding the 
grizzly’s head, smoothing the velvety fur. 

The sharp-toothed mouth opened. Snapped shut. 

“My golly!” Leo grunted. “Dat bear no dead yet!” But 
that was its last move. 

That evening, Ede said to me, “You've got a grizzly al- 
ready. Now what do you think of Stinky Creek?” 

“TI can still smell it.” 


few mornings later clouds of black mist hung tent-high. 

The air was damp in our nostrils. Nobody was hanker- 

ing to go hunting, but Leo put the finger on me at breakfast. 
“Heap good for moose,” he grunted. ‘“‘Take poncho.” 

He saddled Ruby, and we headed for a burn grown with 

hemlock saplings and crisscrossed with fallen timber. At 

noon Leo boiled the kettle. We washed down sandwiches 
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From under the poncho I fired at the moose, the reports splatting against the rain, until I found I’'d emptied the magazine 


with tea, then prowled the burn again. It began to rain, a 
drizzle at first, then with buckets of water pouring down. 

My seat was sore. My boots and hat were as soaked as if 
I'd spent the morning in the creek. The cold rain stung like 
hard-flung shingle nails. 

About midafternoon, Leo pulled up beside me. ‘Moose,”’ he 
whispered. 

I stared through the slanting sheet of water. At first I 
could spot nothing. Then I caught the flash of palms in a 
point of hemlock about 300 yards away. 

Scrambling off Ruby into the tali, sopping grass, I threw 
back my poncho and slid the .300 from the scabbard. 

“Some way to get closer?” I glanced at Leo. “I can’t hit 
him from here.”’ 

“No. Wind bad.” 


couldn’t pick up the moose’s black body, but I could the 

long nose and palms. I wanted a good moose. But it 
seemed like a waste of ammunition to try to hit this one in 
the beating rain. I shook my head. 

Leo scowled. “Can hit,” he said. No use to fight with an 
Indian. Finally I no -d. At that distance, the moose’s nose, 
half hidden by hemlock branches, looked about as wide as a 
one-inch board. I knew about where to hold, but how was I to 
shoot? Not prone. Saplings were in the way, and the grass. 

I sat down in the mud. Under the poncho, I slipped my 
arm into the sling, stuck my heels into the ooze, ran my 
elbows below my knees, and tried to pick up that black head 
in the Lyman 48. It blurred. I wiped out the ring with my 
handkerchier, slipped off the safety, and sucked in a deep 
breath. 

The rifle report sounded dead in the rain. The moose 
didn’t budge. Then, the stock cold against my face, trigger 
finger oily wet, and water dripping from my hat, I fired 
some more. 

The moose’s head was as still as if mounted on a wall. 

“What’s the matter?’ I yelled to Leo through the storm. 

“Take heap killing.” 

When I looked again the moose was broadside, head and 
shoulders out of the thicket. 
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Now I had something te aim at. But I tightened up 
more than a kid who had never shot a gun. A thin icy 
tremor chased up my arms, down my legs, and into my 
soggy feet. My feet slipped, the sling bound, the poncho 
slapped my face. I jerked the trigger. 

No noise. I opened the bolt. The magazine was empty. 
I tried to reach more shells but, tangled in the poncho and 
tight in the sling, I couldn’t get them from my pocket. Leo 
dug them out. 

Three more times I triggered off shots. In the rain the 
noise sounded like hitting a frog in the belly. 

The moose vanished then and Leo waved his arm at me. 
“Come.” 

We got to the outer rim of the thicket and Leo plunged 
in. I followed him, like a deflated balloon in the dripping 
poncho. In a few yards he stopped. A big grin warmed his 
wet face. There, huge, black, and lying dead as a dinosaur, 
was the moose. 

When we rode into camp in the dark, Leo told everybody 
about it. 

Ede said, ‘‘Now what do you think of Stinky Creek ?”’ 

“Doesn’t smell quite so bad.” I kissed the white spot on 
Ruby’s nose. She was bushed from crawling over so much 
fallen timber. 

For days it rained, smothered the tents in fog. Then it 
snowed. We hunted from early morning until dark. 
Bert had a real job, feeding the four of us and the four 
Indians. They had set up a lean-to close by, refusing to sleep 
in the nevwy wall tent Bert had brought for them. 

One morning Ede said, “I want tc shoot something. I’m 
tired of just hunting and not seeing anything. I want that 
goat. Need the head for our breakfast nook.” 

Leo grinned. ‘‘We get um.” 


S° that day we hunted the mountain amphitheaters, the 
Indians glassing slopes, peaks, and ledges; the horse tied, 
or cropping grass; Mac and I arguing about rifles; Ede 
and Ethie dozing, stretched out in the sun. 

After lunch Leo began to shake as if he’d seen a phantom. 
He swung around and pointed: ‘“Goats!”’ 














I looked along his arm. There were six of them gleaming, stark 
white against the black cliffs. 

We rushed for horses, galloped to the foothills, yanked rifles from 
scabbards, each pocketed a box of shells. I stuck an extra box in 
Leo’s jacket. He strode ahead. 

We clambered over big boulders, across slides, now and then a spot 
of grass. We were panting, slipping back, then hustling to catch up. 
I noticed that Steve and the other two Indians hadn’t come with us, 
but I didn’t think much about it then. 

At last we were as high as we could get. Leo stationed us 10 feet 
apart in line. 

“Ready!” he commanded. We were a squad of G.I.’s. He pointed to 
a goat for each to shoot at. Mine was lying on a ledge above the 
others. ‘Shoot when drop hand,’’ Leo scowled. 

It was too steep to shoot prone. So we squatted. We couldn’t lean 
forward because we had to shoot almost straight up. We hung our 
elbows in the air. 


tried to steady the .300 on the pinch of white 275 yards up the 
mountain. My arms wobbled. The barrel bobbed up, down, over, 
back, and then began again. I grinned. I could never hit that goat. 

Leo dropped his hand. 

I pressed the trigger, the gold bead well above the goat’s shoulder. 
The bullet kicked up a spit of dust. High. 

Ede, Ethie, and Mac had fired their salvo at the same time. 

My goat jumped up. Quickly I chambered another shell. I held a 
little lower, froze the bead for a split second, and pressed again. 

I didn’t really believe what I saw. Like a slow-motion picture the 
goat began to fall, somersaulting from the ledge, hitting horns, 
rump, horns; pitching, whirling, dropping from pinnacle to pinnacle. 

The barrage on the left began again. Mac was ramming shells 
through his .30/06 Winchester fast. The barrel jumped. Ethie was 
shooting, fussing, grumbling, reaching for shells, aiming again. The 
goats ran along ledges, over rocks. 

Ede was loading the magazine of her .30/06 Model 70, whipping 
back the bolt to shoot again. 

Then the shooting stopped. The goats dodged behind a crag. 
Echoes died away in the mountains. Mac growled, “I shot 22 times. 
All misses. Didn’t think I could do it.” 

Ede laughed so hard she almost fell over. From the empties beside 
her it looked as if she had a machine gun. 

“What's the matter with me?’”’ Ethie moaned. “Lousy shooting.” 

“Buck up,’’ I told them. “It was a mile to those goats. My shot 
was crazy luck.”’ 


headed toward the bottom of the cliff. If there was a nubbin of 
horn left on my billy I would eat my pants. But when I found 
him the sharp, curled-back rapiers were unscratched. 

Leo was holding up his hand. “More goat,” he said. He pointed to 
a ridge less than 200 yards on the right in good shooting range. After 
all the racket I couldn’t believe that another herd would show up so 
soon, but I didn’t count on Indian ingenuity. 

A long, white face peered over the ridge, then another and an- 
other. Then a dozen goats trotted down down on our side, in single 
file—nannies, kids, billies. 

Leo whispered, “Shoot.” 

Mac’s Winchester barked. A goat, white against the lava chunks, 
dropped as if electrocuted. 

Ethie blazed at a billy on the right, bullet bashing through it and 
blowing up on the shale. The billy pitched forward, got up and 
limped along the ridge. 

Kneeling, Ede squinted and fired. Then she let her rifle fall and 
gasped. Her goat’s head was ruined by the shot. 

Ede shut her eyes. “Don’t worry,’ I soothed. “It'll make a nice 
rug. Mac’s goat is all in one piece. One head is as good as two.” 

Mac raced up for his trophy. Ethie leaped over the rock}, finished 
off her billy, and yelled for Leo to come and skin it. 

Then the mystery of the reappearing goats was solved. The three 
missing Indians came out on top of the ridge. They had climbed up 
from the other side and driven the goats toward us. 

That evening, after a meal of young goat, Mac, Ede, Ethie, Bert, 
and the Indians stood outside the mess tent watching the northern 
lights. It was a picture to rave about. Fiery streamers poured down 
the inverted bowl of sky like red-hot lava. 

Ede said to me, “Now what do you think of Stinky Creek? You got 
a grizzly. A moose. We all got goats, even if I did shoot the head off 
mine. And now—fireworks. What more do you want?” 

“I love Stinky Creek,” I said. “Flows with milk and honey. I 
could stay here the rest of my life.” THE END 
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My goat collapsed and came tumbling off the ledge 
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Mower COYOTE BEARS ONLY 
ONE LITTER AYEAR, BUT SHE 
PRODUCES ANYWHERE FROM THREE 
TO TEN PUPS AT A TIME, THAT'S WHY © 
. . COYOTES ARE SO HARD TO ERADICATE, 
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agi OF WARILY MOUTHING ITS FOOD,THE 
GREEDY LAKE TROUT JUST WOLFS IT DOWN. 
EVEN JACKKNIVES AND CORNCOBS HAVE 
BEEN FOUND IN LAKERS’ STOMACHS, 
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CATS GO WILD IN THE WOODS, SUCCEEDING 
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JAGUAR OF SURAPAI 
(continued from page 37) 


sea, was something the like of which 
they had never faced. 

Dale broke into a run. “Got to keep 
up with the dogs,” he called to Barna- 
by. “This tigre may kill every one of 
’em.” A 

As Dale spoke the barking of the 
hounds was ~suddenly blotted out as 
they plunged into the jungle. It re- 
sumed in a few minutes, then faded 
and died. Far off the men could hear 
the grinding of the truck as Clell and 
one of the native guides tried to ma- 
neuver the vehicle through the open 
savannas. But by the churning of the 
motor and the meshing of gears they 
could tell that the powerful car had 
become mired in the marshy tributaries 
of the Surapai stream. The party 
would have to go it on foot. 


t was perhaps a mile across that 

first savanna, but it took an inter- 
minable time for the men to fight their 
way through to the far side. Little 
deer appeared out of nowhere, stared 
at them momentarily, then danced 
away, their tails bobbing above the 
grass lite handkerchiefs being waved. 
A herd of peccaries grunted near by. 

At the savanna’s edge the jungle be- 
gan again. Dale hesitated a moment as 
he scanned the barrier for an opening. 
At one side was a low, narrow tunnel 
which animals obviously used as a 
passageway. Dale dropped to his hands 
and knees and shoved his rifle in front 
of him. Chico plucked at his shirt. 

“Do not go thus, sefior,” Chico 
pleaded. ‘“‘There are serpents and——~” 

Dale turned and held up his hand for 
silence. ‘Listen,’ he murmured.’ The 
faint barking of hounds came from far 
off, followed by snarls and mouthed 
growls, then by a high-pitched bark. 

“They’ve bayed him,” Dale yelled. 
“Come on.” 

Dale plunged into the tunnel. Chico 
gave an eloquent Latin shrug with his 
thin shoulders and followed, and Barna- 
by brought up the rear. 

As the men crawled slowly through 
the close-growing vines and leaves the 
howling of the dogs grew louder, but 
it seemed to move as they moved. Dale 
took Chico’s machete and began to slash 
at the vines. Time and again he rushed 
at the green wall like a fullback, chop- 
ping furiously, but the men’s crawlin” 
progress seemed only to keep pace with 
the noise in the jungle ahead. Appar- 
_ently the jaguar was on the move, fight- 
ing the hounds as he went. 

It was over an hour before Dale 
broke through to the place where the 
jaguar had first turnec, to fight the 
dogs. The ground was ripped open for 
50 feet, where the cat had backed up 
against the spreading roots of a large 
white-barked tree and battled the 
hounds in a wide semicircle. The dank 
earth was littered with torn foliage, 
and even in the half-light the men could 
see blood on the ground. 

The hunters were wet with sweat, 
and the debris of the jungle stuck to 
their bodies. Dale’s shirt was half 


torn away, and his skin was scratched 
in long furrows. He ignored his 
wounds, but carefully examined his 
gun to make sure no dirt or leaf frag- 
ments fouled the mechanism. Barnaby 
did the same with the shotgun he car- 
ried. Chico was quiet, but looked wor- 
ried. 

Ahead the jungle thinned out, and 
the noise-of the dogs grew louder. A 
sliver of light filtered down between 
the boles of the trees. 

“It’s another savanna,”’ Dale yelled 
eagerly. “If the dogs can hold him in 
the open, we’ve got him.” 

“It is no savanna,” Chico put in, “it 
is a bosk.” 

But Dale was already pressing ahead. 
the light grew stronger, and soon the 
men burst into an opening. But Chico 
was right. It was not a savanna that 
opened before them. It was an area of 
about 300 acres bare of trees but cov- 
ered with a dense, razor-edged sedge 
some 15 feet high. At the fringe of it 
three hounds were bounding back and 
forth, barking furiously. 

Bruise marks on the solid mass of 
stems showed where bodies had recent- 
ly passed through. But Queen, Trailer, 
and Trigger had not followed. Dale 
urged them on, but even at the sound 
of their master’s voice the hounds made 
no move to push into the sedges. The 
growls of other dogs came from some- 
where deeper in the thicket. A few of 
the hounds, at least, had followed the 
jaguar. 

Gripping the machete, Dale advanced 
toward the wall of grass. 

“No man can live in there,’’ Chico 
warned from behind. “The killer tigre 
——” His voice trailed off as if he 
thought it a waste of breath to warn 
madmen. 

Dale plowed through the first few 
yards of the awful growth. He cut 
steadily until his arm was numb and 
the sweat streaming down his forehead 
blinded him. Suddenly he heard a cry 
of anguish ahead. That was Brownie: 
Dale could tell her squall, and knew 
she must be badly hurt. Then he saw 
her coming toward him through the 
thick stems. 

Putting down rifle and machete, Dale 
gathered up the dog. She stopped yelp- 
ing at his touch. Along her hips were 
parallel gouges an inch deep and oozing 
blood. The jaguar’s claws had gath- 
ered her in, but somehow the hound 
had torn away. Dale laid the panting 
dog on a pile of damp moss and patted 
her flank. The dog quivered and licked 
her lips nervously. 


Dp picked up the Remington and 
pushed forward. Soon another cry 
came from just ahead. That would be 
Toughie—not so tough now, judging 
from his yells. Dale forced on, and as 
he did so he tripped and pitched. for- 
ward on his knees. Tliere, just beyond, 
was Toughie, circling, trying to get 
away from something. 

Through the sedge Dale made out the 
bole of a large tree with roots spread- 
ing from its base. Lying up against it 
was a dark-colored log. Or was it a 
log? As Toughie shifted position the 
log shifted too. Its dark colorings took 





shape—black rosettes against a back- 
ground of dull yellow. There was the 
form of a head with ears laid back and 
jaws half open, slavering. It was a 
jaguar, and Dale could hear it panting 
as it drew its feet up to spring. 

Never had Dale seen such an enor- 
mous jaguar. It was a male, and prob- 
“ably weighed 250 pounds. As he 
watched he saw its thick, spotted tail 
switch from side to side—a sure warn- 
ing of attack. 


ounder, off to the side, barked a 

high-pitched challenge. Dale raised 
his rifle and squinted down the barrel. 
The half-moon of the rear sight lay di- 
rectly between the killer’s green eyes. 
Dale’s finger closed on the trigger—and 
suddenly the eyes were blotted out. 
Toughie, hackles up and head low, had 
started toward the crouching jaguar 
like a terrier toward a bull. Dale be- 
came aware of Barnaby standing be- 
hind him. 

“Get your gun up,” Dale whispered 
hoarsely. “‘He’s going to charge.” Again 
he raised his rifle. 

“Toughie, get out of there!” Dale 
roared in exasperation. At the sound 
of his voice the springs in the jaguar’s 
feet uncoiled and it hurtled toward him. 
Toughie, with one terrified yelp, jumped 
sideways, and at that instant Dale 
fired. Then the rifle was knocked from 
his hands as the jaguar crashed over 
him. 

A roar blasted close behind. Buck- 
shot from Barnaby’s gun struck the 
tigre in the shoulder and turned the 
heavy body in mid-air. The jaguar fell 
sprawling on Dale’s legs. Its lips 
wrinkled in a snarl, then it unscrambled 
its legs and slunk back almost out of 
sight. 

Groping for his rifle, Dale fixed his 
eyes on a single black rosette and a 
patch of dirty yellow hide which showed 
through a small opening low among 
the stems. He raised the gun and rapid- 
ly blasted six shots into the spot. He 
saw the skin flinch, and the cat moved 
away. 

Silently Barnaby handed his shotgun 
to Dale. Should the tigre charge again, 
the shotgun was the only weapon that 
would stop him—if he could be stopped. 
Dale crawled through the opening the 
tigre had made and came upon him just 
ahead, sprawled full length but still 
alive. 

Dale pushed the shotgun forward as 
the jaguar turned to face him. Though 
its body was torn with buckshot and 
riddled with bullets, the jaguar bunched 
its hind feet and prepared to spring. 
It trembled with effort, but its eyes 
never lost their intensity. Dale fired 
once, twice, saw the shots rip furrows 
in the tigre’s chest and neck. A film 
seemed to pass over the green eyes, and 
the jaguar rolled on his side. His paws 
fell loosely, then the whole body re- 
laxed and was still. 

Dale turned and shook Barnaby’s 
hand. Chico came from behind and 
knelt down to touch the limp paw of 
the jaguar. 

“It is the big one,” he said. “This 
paw has killed many times, but it will 
strike no more.” THE END 
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ADVENTURE FOR $48 


(continued from page 45) 


ponds. Our lake lies in the heart of this 
wilderness, and until Don caught that 
first fish it had been strictly a gamble. 

Two years earlier, Don and Ken 
fished the Mistassini and Péribonca 
rivers and smaller waters around Lake 
St. John. On that trip Don, who has 
acquired quite a store of fishing knowl- 
edge by filing away in his mind scraps 
of conversation he’s had with natives 
and anglers, was trying to pinpoint 
some virgin trout lakes to the north. 
One night an old Indian trapper told 
him and Ken about waters he’d once 
pushed for beavers. 

“Narrow lake, him wide at ends,” the 
old Indian had grunted. ‘‘Nobody ever 
fish there. Him much fish there.” And 
with a gnarled finger he tapped a dot 
of blue on an aerial map. ‘Him here,” 
he said. 


bout the time Don and Ken were 
chewing on this slim but intriguing 
lead, Joe and I were in Vermont, strug- 
gling through a gorge on the Hunting- 
ton River where the water runs off into 
a deep, black pool as wide as a house. 

Joe deftly set a Fanwing on the water. 
There was a quick dimple, and the fly 
disappeared. In two jerks Joe lifted a 
flipping brookie from the water, but 
the fish was hardly seven inches long. 

“Such a beautiful hole,” Joe wailed, 
“and that’s all I catch. Dammit, I want 
to go where there are some real trout. 
I want squaretails—squaretails as 
long as your leg. Longer, even.” 

The stage was set from botl ends, 
and fully decked with a desire, but it 
took nearly a year to get the show go- 
ing. I've forgotten exactly how it hap- 
pened, but I know that one day Ken 
mentioned the Indian and Joe cussed 
the seven-inch brookie. We were off. 

“How much would it cost to go to 
one of those wilderness places?” one 
of us asked. 

“Five or six hundred bucks if you al- 
ready have your gear,’’ Don estimated 
gloomily. 

“If we could split it someway,’’ Ken 
offered, “‘we might be able to swing it.” 

Divided by four, it was still over our 
heads, but not when divided by 11. 
Then’s when we rounded up the rest of 
the boys, and soon we were ready to do 
business. We organized a sportsmen’s 
club, and each man coughed up a buck 
a week for dues. Then we went to a 
sporting-goods store and bought tents, 
lanterns, canoes, sleeping bags, and 
cooking gear, paying for them on the 
installment plan with the club’s week- 
ly take. 

This dollar-a-week bit, of course, 
wasn't figured into the trip’s $48 price 
tag, but it spread the cost of the gear 
over a long enough time to take the 
sting out of it. And the equipment is 
available for use on any and all of the 
club’s future junkets. 

Next we wrote to the Quebec tourist 
bureau and asked for information on 
the area the Indian-had pointed out to 
Don and Ken. We were told we’d have 
to fly in, and to get in touch with Phil 
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Lariviere, the St. Félicien bush pilot. 
Phil admitted he didn’t know what was 
in the lake, if anything, but after mak- 
ing a flight up that way he assured us 
he could land us on it. 

We couldn’t have picked a better 
man for the job. A quick, powerfully 
built man of 40-odd with a flashing 
smile and the neatest mustache in the 
wilderness country, Phil is manager 
and chief pilot of a 14-plane operation 
at St. Félicien, the jumping-off place 
for the vast northland. In point of ex- 
perience, we learned, he is the third 
oldest bush pilot in Canada. 

We found out about Phil’s bubbling 
good nature when he flew in the first 
group and taxied to the beach. He 
hopped down to a pontoon to lend a 
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This pledge should be recited regularly 
by school children and by all patriotic 
groups to inspire every American to 
save our irreplaceable natural resources 


hand, leaned too far forward, teetered 
wildly on the edge of the float, and 
flopped into the icy lake water. He 
came up spitting water. 

“Any you fellows laugh,’ he said 
with mock ferocity, “I stick you 20 
buck extra for floor show.” 

And we were witnesses to his flying 
skill on the return take-off when the 
heavy-laden plane refused to rise and 
the far end of the lake rushed at us 
dizzily. Calmly Phil broke the ship free 
and took it soaring over the trees with 
scant feet to spare. 

Our D-Day was May 28, but we spent 
the previous week packing and unpack- 
ing the trailers we planned to tow be- 
hind three cars, and in culling out stuff 
to meet the plane’s weight limits. We 
used a heavy hand in the culling, and 
finally settled on a basic layout of two 
8 x 10 wall tents, one two-man moun- 
tain tent, two metal canoes, two fold- 
ing canvas boats, a sleeping bag apiece, 
two two-burner stoves, a gasoline lan- 
tern, and the essential cooking utensils. 

Don wrote to the Canadian customs 
people and told them when we were 
coming and exactly what we were 
bringing. At the border we didn’t have 
to unpack a thing. We breezed through 
customs in five minutes, kept on to St. 
Félicien—and took off for the dumbbell 
lake. 

The sun was beaming when we 
landed, but by the time Ken, Arne, and 


I launched ene of the canoes it started 
to rain—a cold, steady drizzle which 
plagued us at least part of every day 
we were there. But it had its virtues. 
It kept down mosquitoes and such, and 
saved us from having to use any of the 
11 different kinds of insect repellents 
we'd brought. 

We put Arne in the bow and told him 
to go to it. He rigged a gold wobbler 
and pitched it past the point of a reef 
jutting from the far shore. Halfway on 
his retrieve a heavy laker hit the bait 
savagely, and Arne let out a whoop 
that must have been heard in Sweden. 
Like Don’s fish, this one went down to 
sulk—a trait all the lakers we hooked 
had in common—but came up in a boil- 
ing fury when Arne twitched the rod. 

None of us previousiy had ever 
caught lake trout on anything except 
trolling rigs, and, like all who tangle 
with them for the first time on light 
tackle, we couldn’t believe they had so 
much fight in them. Arne’s went under 
the boat and around it, made long, 
slashing runs, and was still trying to 
tear the lake apart when we hoisted 
it into the canoe. 

Joe and Paul were fishing near by 
from one of the folding boats, and 
they were catching fish as fast as they 
could cast. But Joe’s face was a mile 
long. 

“Where are the squaretails?” he 
moaned. “I came here to catch spotted 
trout, remember ?” 

“Sure,” Ken replied, “and I’m betting 
they’re here. Try that cove.” 

We paddled over to watch. Joe un- 
limbered his fly rod, tied on a Brown 
Bivisible, and dropped it on the flat 
water inside the cove’s mouth. It rode 
high and perky for maybe two seconds. 
Slurp. It was gone, and it wasn’t any 
seven-incher that made Joe’s leathery 
face split into a grin as broad as his 
ears would allow. He skillfully played 
in a 14%-pound brookie, almost black 
and vivid with spots. 

“That,” he proclaimed, 
down payment on my $48.” 

From then on, the carnival pro- 
ceeded in earnest. We fished until dark, 
and even then nobody wanted to go to 
bed. We sat around the fire, drinking 
Norm’s black coffee and listening to 
the night sounds. Out on the lake some- 
thing big smashed through the surface, 
and Arne stirred. 

“T get him tomorrow,” he said solemn- 
ly, and we all laughed. When the last 
embers died and the chill closed in, we 
rolled into our sleeping bags. 


“is a good 


org settled over the camp, but” 
only for minutes. Soon an assort- 
ment of snores began drifting up to the 
cold, bright stars and the yellow moon. 
Beddoe, normally a quiet guy when 
awake, made up for it with thunderous 
vibrations while asleep. Trottier dis- 
turbed the peace with a startling fal- 


~sette,.and if Arne’s stuttering bray is 


anything to goby, Sweden must be 
bedlam after dark. 

I listened to the symphony awhile, 
but was drifting off to sleep when 
something crashed through the under- 
growth and began _ snuffing loudly 

(continued on page 111) 
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HERE’S A GIFT to start the whole family counting the days till spring! 

A new 1955 Evinrude with revolutionary Whispering Power! So wonderfully quiet, 
and so completely vibrationless that every ride is smooth as sailing! 

And the good news this Christmas is—now there’s a complete line of Whispering 
Power models! A size for every boat and every kind of boating fun. 


SEE YOUR EVINRUDE DEALER—find out how easily it can be arranged. 

With delivery for Christmas, or an Evinrude Gift Certificate, in any amount 

you choose, applicable on any model. Look for your dealer’s name under 
*‘QOutboard Motors” in the yellow pages of your phone book. For free catalog 
of the complete 1955 Evinrude line, write EVINRUDE MOTORS, 

Division of Outboard, Marine @ Mfg. Co., 4513 North 27th St., Milwaukee 16, Wis. 


In Canada, Manufactured by Evinrude Motors, Peterborough 


FOR THE YOUNGSTERS ! 


A miniature Evinrude like the one in the Evi we rude 


photo above. Operates with flashlight 
batteries. Precision made, durable. 
$4.95 at your Evinrude dealer's. 









WHERE TO HIT ’EM 


\ hen Don Ker and I finished the 
stalk on the zebra stallion he 
stood in the midst of his little 

herd of mares about 225 yd. away. I 
crept from behind the bush, got into a 
good solid sitting position, and touched 
off the .375 Magnum. The stallion stag- 
gered, almost went down. Then he re- 
covered, ran off about 300 yd. The bin- 
oculars showed us that the shot was 
too far behind and probably through 
the liver. We had no stalking cover and 
had to wait half an hour for the zebra 
to get sick enough so we could sneak 
up for the finishing shot. 

The 270-gr. bullet for the .375 Mag- 
num is a fine one. It is proper medicine 
for the world’s largest soft-skinned 
game—lion, tiger, Alaska brown bear, 
moose; but because it wasn’t placed 
right it didn’t even knock that zebra 
down. 

A couple of days later I thought I’d 
take a pop at a zebra with a .257 
Weatherby Magnum. In the load I was 
using, the 87-gr. bullet leaves the muz- 
zle at a velocity of 3,600 foot seconds or 
thereabouts. ‘‘he stallion was standing 
facing me at a range that I thought 
was about 350 yd.; afterward it proved 
to be a bit over 400 paces. 

When I shot, the stallion ran off 50 
yd. and stopped. He gave no sign of be- 
ing hit, and the white hunter thought 
I'd missed him. Suddenly he fell over, 
kicked for a moment, then lay still. 
We found that the bullet had cut the 
large blood vessels above the heart. 

Some ultrahigh-velocity enthusiasts 


. 

.LUNGS 

\ “HEART 
BRISKET 


might interpret these two kills to mean 
that the .257 Magnum had more killing 
power than the .375. I would not. To me 
the story was simply that hitting them 
right is a lot more important than what 
you hit them with. 

That explains the contradictory tales 
one hears of the killing power of vari- 
ous cartridges and bullets. One man 
will hit a moose, let us say, in the spine 
or heart with a .25/35, and make a one- 
shot kill. From that time no one can 
tell him his .25/35 is anything but the 
finest moose medicine. Another citizen, 
armed with a .30/06, smacks a deer in 
the wrong place or with the wrong bul- 
let, wounds the deer, and has to chase 
him around. From then on the .30/06 
is a poor deer cartridge. No use argu- 
ing. 


Ove. the years my conviction has 


grown that it’s hard to over- 
emphasize the importance of shot place- 
ment. Poorly placed shots will kill ani- 
mals that weighed anywhere from 35 
to 150 lb. field-dressed, ‘ for larger 
animals bullets have to be laid in there 
with a good deal of precision or the 
hunter will find himself in trouble. 

Even small animals when poorly hit 
sometimes seem indestructible. I once 
saw an Arizona white-tail deer that 
weighed about 100 Ib. field-dressed ab- 
sorb 14 bullets from a .348 Winchester, 
a .30/06, and a .257 before it went 
down. The little Thomson’s gazelle of 
Africa dresses out at about 35 lb.; I hit 


one too far back with a 180-gr. .300 
Magnum bullet and over 3,000 foot 
pounds of energy, and had to use a 
second shot. 


t’s true that if a missile has enough 

energy and destroys enough tissue, 
most any animal can be killed with a 
hit almost anywhere. The varmint 
hunter, for instance, can blow a wood- 
chuck to kingdom come with an ab- 
dominal hit from a .220 Swift. And, 
hitting running coyotes back of the 
diaphragm with 100 and 130-gr. .270 
bullets, I’ve made instant kills. 

With the same bullets and poorly 
placed shots I have also killed Arizona 
white-tail deer that would dress out 
at’ say 100 lb. A smallish deer, hit 
solidly with a fast-stepping quick- 
opening bullet—like a good 130-gr. 
.270, 139-gr. 7 x 57, or 150-gr. .30/06 or 
.300 Magnum— is usually stunned and 
disabled even if he is not killed. 

But larger animals are usually tough 
to kill quickly with anything except a 
well-placed shot. People don’t pop elk 
just anywhere, then walk over, pick 
them up, and put them in their pockets. 
Or moose. Or grizzly bears. Or African 
lions! 

The reason isn’t difficult to find. 

A 130-gr. .270 bullet at a muzzle 
velocity of 3,140 foot seconds, and turn- 
ing up a retained energy of 1,920 foot 
pounds at 200 yd,, will usually knock 
the socks off of a 100-lb. animal. The 
average elk with his insides out will 


On non-dangerous game I always shoot for the lung area; if off a bit, bullet may hit heart or spine, or break the shoulders. 
Frames 2-3-4 show where to try to hit. On dangerous game (frame 5) aim to break both shoulders, so animal can’t charge 
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If you have ever dreamed 
of owning a Weatherby 
Magaum, why not make 
your dream come true this 
Christmas ? 


Dual dia 

windage ond 
elevat 

If you have never shot a adjustments 
Weatherby Magnum, 
you're in for a thrill you'll 
never forget. Ultra-high 
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Weatherby for as little as 
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A fine scope, like a fine [}- Your \ 
rifle, is a lifetime buy, too. Soe A *core & 
You can make no finer : 
choice than the Weatherby 
Imperial—a fitting com- 
panion for your Weather- 
by rifle. 


I hope YOUR dream 


comes true soon! 


C Send free copy of ““How To Choose Your Scope.” 


C2 Here’s $1.50. Send copy of new edition of 
‘Tomorrow's Rifles Today.”” 
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C0 Send free copy of ‘‘How To Choose Your FROM THE GREATEST NAME IN BIG GAME RIFLES .. . 
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“Tomorrow's Rifles Today.” 
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This Dall ram was running directly away 
when shot in the rump with a 130-gr. 
-270 Remington Bronze Point—enough 
medicine to anchor an animal this size 


weigh five or six times that much. But 
do we hit him with five or six times as 
much energy as the .270 delivers at 200 
yd.? We do not! If we bop him with the 
270-gr. bullet from a .375 Magnum at 
the same distance we have hit him with 
only a bit over 50 percent more energy 
—or 2,920 foot pounds’ worth. If we 
could jump our energy 500 or 600 per- 
cent we could kill or disable our elk 
with the same sloppy hits that will 
bowl over small deer and antelope. 

We could do the same thing for 
moose if we could increase that energy 
10 or 12 times. But we can’t; a weapon 
with 10 times more energy than the 
.270 or the .30/06 puts out would be in 
the nature of an aircraft cannon. The 
great loads used in heavy British dou- 
ble rifles on the world’s largest, tough- 
est, and most dangerous game average 
in muzzle energy only about 5,000 foot 
pounds, or less than twice that turned 
up by rifles of the .270-.30/06 class. To 
be specific, the .470 Nitro Express, 
which is the most popular of all Afri- 
can elephant cartridges, drives a 500- 
gr. bullet at a muzzle velocity of 2,125 
foot seconds and a muzzle energy of 
5,030 foot pounds. 


r take the tremendous .50 caliber 

machine-gun cartridge used by 
the U. S. Army and Air Force. Driving 
its 761-gr. bullet at a muzzle velocity of 
about 2,550 foot seconds, with well over 
10,000 foot pounds of energy, it makes 
the .470 look puny. Still it is less than 
four times as powerful as the common 
or garden .30/06. 

Now on rare occasions an elk may 
field-dress as much as 800 Ib., and a 
moose of the far north as much as 
1,200 or 1,400 lb. The Alaska brown bear 
is another big fellow and much more 
tenacious of life than a moose. The 
Cape buffalo of Africa weighs over a 
ton, the rhino a ton and a half while 
the gargantuan elephant makes even 
the fearsome rhino look small. 

I know of two pieces of shooting 
equipmient that would make a fortune 
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for anyone who could invent them. One 
is a shotgun sight which by some 
hocus-pocus would make proper lead in 
wing-shooting so simple that any duf- 
fer could without toil or trouble be- 
come a crack scattergunner. The other 
is a big-game cartridge so potent that 
an animal clipped anywhere with the 
bullet would fall dead instantly. At one 
extreme the ultrahigh-velocity fans 
dream of tiny bullets at velocities of 
8,000 to 10,000 foot seconds that will 
salivate anything that walks, no matter 
where hit. Equally utopian are the boys 
who think all they need is a bullet 
large enough and heavy enough so that 
they can hit an animal almost any- 
where and he’ll give up the ghost. 


‘ll admit that these dreams are se- 

ductive but I think that they’ll al- 
ways remain dreams. For a long, long 
time—as long as powder and bullets 
are anything like those we shoot today 
——-we'll have to try for well-placed 
shots. 

The principal thing to remember is 
that an animal lives in the forward 
two fifths of his body. The organs 
necessary for life are there, forward of 
the diaphragm. If an animal’s heart 
does not beat, or if his lungs do not 
send oxygen to his brain, he quickly 
dies. The organs of assimilation which 
we colloquially call guts are not im- 
mediately necessary for life. One time 
I saw a bighorn ram which a com- 
panion had shot run several hundred 
yards without entrails. Many people 
lead useful lives without stomachs and 
the world is full of those who’ve lost 
considerable intestine. Terror-stricken 
animals with broken legs seem able to 
travel forever, and all of us know peo- 
ple who have one leg or none. 

On the other hand, death ‘ comes, 
quickly if much damage is done in the 
heart-lung area. A relatively puny bul- 
let through the lungs will cause enough 
hemorrhage in a short time to kill even 
very large animals. Karamojo Bell, 
who shot over 1,000 elephants with a 
7 x 57 mm. Mauser, used to drive the 
little 175-gr. full-metal-case (solid) 
bullet into the lungs of 
the great beasts at night 
(when he could not see 
well enough to make his 
favorite brain shot), 
then listen carefully so 
that he’d hear them 
crash to the ground 
when their lungs filled 
up with blood. A .30/30 
bullet through the lungs 
of an elk, or evena 
moose, will kill him in 
a short time because he’ll 
bleed to death internally. 
The bullets of a .30/06 
or a .270 will kill faster 
because they tear up 
more lung, do more 
damage. 

Perhaps’ because it 
also disrupts the nerves 
leading to heart and 
brain, a _ high-velocity 
bullet through the lungs 
often brings instant 
death. A few inches’ dif- 
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ference in placement can be of enor- 
mous importance. Once, when the limit 
on sheep in British Columbia north of 
the Edmonton-Prince Rupert, railway 
was two instead of one, I shot two su- 
perb rams from the same spot with a 
.270. The first ram was standing on a 
point about 200 yd. away. The bullet 
struck his lungs and he was killed in- 
stantly in his tracks. The other ram 
was farther away than I thought and 
the bullets were falling low, hitting the 
brisket instead of heart or lungs. The 
first shot, which went in at an angle 
low behind his right leg, almost took 
his left leg off and anchored him; but I 
fired a fourth shot before he went down. 

Hit solidly in the lung area with a 
well-designed bullet of adequate weight, 
caliber, and impact velocity, any ani- 
mal is quickly killed. Hit anywhere else 
except brain or spine, he may or may 
not be. Various suggestions have’ been 
given as to the proper way to reach the 
lungs. One famous piece of advice is 
to follow the front leg up one third of 
the way into the body with the sight, 
then to touch off the shot. Another is 
to aim to break the shoulder on the 
animal’s far side. 


Or a non-dangerous game animal I 
always try to land my shot in the 
lung area. It is the best shot I know of. 
The target is large, easy to hit, and 
while a bullet in that spot is fatal it 
destroys no meat that is ordinarily 
eaten. Plan to hit well forward and 
about halfway between backbone and 
brisket, and you’ll have a good deal of 
leeway. If the bullet lands high it will 
break the spine or cause paralysis by 
striking important nerves. If far for- 
ward it may break the shoulders, if low 
it may strike the heart. 

I am not mad about heart shots, par- 
ticularly on dangerous game, because a 
heart-shot animal can run from 40 to 
150 yd. or more and still have enough 
vitality to take a bite out of the hunter. 
Actually it is typical for the heart-shot 
animal to take off on a wild run, then 
fall dead. 

I don’t like neck shots under ordinary 
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Dr. F. W. Rinckenberger with one-shot kill from his 
.300 Magnum. Note bullet hole below Dall’s horn tip 
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circumstances either. Unless the spine 
is broken a neck shot is not fatal. I 
once tried to break the neck of a. topi 
(a handsome African antelope that 
weighs about 350 Ib.) with a .375. 
Bullet missed the spine, but knocked 
| the topi out. The boys ran in to cut 
| his throat and make him fit for Moham- 
|} medans to zat. Then when they got 
| the throat cut the topi jumped up and 
|ran off for 100 yd. 

Nor do I like head shots ordinarily. 
|It is too easy to miss the brain and 
|}maim an animal so it will die even 
though it gets away. 

Best place to hit a potentially danger- 
ous animal like an African lion, a 
leopard, or a brown grizzly bear is 
through both shoulders. Then with his 

| means, of locomotion broken down he 
can’t come frisking over to eat you up. 
White hunters tell me that the way to 
thwart a charging rhino is to bust him 
through the shoulder you can see. That 
spills him. 
| No matter what position the non- 
| dangerous animal is in, the bullet should 
| be driven toward the iarge and vulner- 
|}able heart-lung area. If a beast is 
| facing the hunter, aim should be taken 
| fyom one third to one half the way up 
| his chest. If he is quartering away, it 
is wise to try to drive the bullet through 
| the lungs toward the far shoulder. if 
| he is running directly away, a shot at 
| the root of the tail will bring an ani- 
| mal down with paralyzed hindquarters. 
A bullet that strikes a bit lower and 
between the hams will encounter little 
|resistance and will often reach the 
| lungs. 
| I believe I shot the first head of big 
| game ever killed with the Remington 


130-gr. Bronze Point .270 bullet. This 
was literally years before the bullet 
came out commercially. A white-tail 
buck was running directly away from 
me at about 275-300 yd. when the bullet 
hit him. He piled up stone-dead and we 
dug the bullet out from under the skin 
by his right shoulder. Darned buck 
didn’t have a bullet hole in him! 

I am not going to confuse my gentle 
readers with a lot of anatomy. After 
all, they are hunters and not surgeons 
going in after gallstones. If they keep 
those bullets up front they’ll be hitting 
the animal where he lives—and they 
won’t have to brood too much about 
what they hit him with. 

But, you ask, what about those shots 
at an antelope running with the throttle 
open, at a mule deer going up the oppo- 
site side of a canyon 200 yd. or more 
away, or at a white-tail buck leaping 
over a windfall? Are you supposed to 
pass those shots up? 

Not necessarily. Anyone who’s done 
much big-game hunting knows there 
are occasions when a hit anywhere is 
a pretty darned good shot. The thing to 
do then is to use a rifle with as much 
soup as you can manage—a .270, a 
.30/06, even a .300 Magnum on those 
running antelope and bounding mule 
deer at long range, a .30/06, a .300 
Savage, or a .348 at those jumping 
white-tails. If you must shoot at the 
hind end of an elk in timber, even the 
.375 Magnum is not too heavy. 

But ordinarily, if you have the skill 
and t:mperament to place your shot in 
the vital lung area, to break the shoul- 
ders, or to sever the spinal cord, you 
can get by with a rciatively light rifle — 
Jack O’Connor. 





THE .270 AND | 
(continued from page 49) 


| and-white calves, and the whole bunch 
milled back and forth, testing the wind 
from my direction and trying to recon- 
cile the strong smell of their lord and 
master with this skinny upright figure 
that was approaching. 
| As I drew to within about 200 yards, 
hoping to get a picture, the herd broke 
| and ran, leaving what I thought was a 
| emt standing there by himself. 
| I noticed his back was unusually 
black for a nilgai. Then I realized that 
| this was no calt but a fully mature and 
|shootable blackbuck that had been 
| satisfying his curiosity along with the 
| nilgai cows. I sat down to assume my 
| favorite shooting position, but the grass 
| hid the buck even when I was kneeling. 
I got up, raised the rifle, flexed my left 
biceps to tighten up the hasty sling, 
|} and was delighted to find the crosshair 
| sitting quietly on the center of the 
| buck’s chest. He flipped over at the re- 
| port of the gun. I set out through the 
| brush to pace off the distance. 

It took 210 strides to reach that kill. 
| There was a tiny red hole smack in the 
‘middle of his glossy white breast. I 

hugged the .270. What a gun! 

My first record-class trophy was 

purely a gift of the gods. While prowl- 
ing the Terai one day I saw a pair of 


remarkably long blackbuck horns mov- 
ing through the high grass several hun- 
dred yards away, and set out to investi- 
gate. After about 500 yards of stalking, 
I saw a beautiful buck, his erect ebony 
spirals so long that his black-and-white 
body was dwarfed. He was about 200 
yards away, grazing placidly, moving 
at a walk as he fed. 

I crawled on hands and knees down 
a path that paralleled his course and 
encountered an unforeseen difficulty. 
Due to the waist-high grass and a slight 
roll in the land between us, I could not 
get a ciear shot, except from a stand- 
ing position. I was breathing too hard 
for that attempt, so waited to catch my 
breath. 

While I was resting, the buck moved 
out of sight. So we played a game, the 
buck peacefully but rapidly grazing 
and I scooting along in a crouch, hop- 
ing for a clear space in the grass that 
would invite a sitting shot. 

The buck moved into a patch of 
heavy grass and lay down. Rising 
cautiously, I could just barely see his 
horns. A barren field perhaps 100 yards 
wide was between us, and heavy grass 
extended over a large area behind him. 
If chased into that patch, he would be 
lost. While thinking it over, I lit a pipe 
and waited about 20 minutes in order 
to be perfectly relaxed. Then I crawled 
toward him until the grass cover ended. 
Resting again for a few minutes, I got 








up and walked straight at the buck, the 
.270 held at ready in front of me. 

He didn’t see me until I was within 
50 yards, and then he made the mistake 
of facing me as he stood up. The 130- 
grain bullet hit him right at the junc- 
ture of his throat and chest, and I was 
the proud possessor of a blackbuck 
trophy with 24-inch horns—the longest 
taken in the Terai in modern times, I 
understand. 










pportunites for long-range shots 

there in the Terai taught me a lot 
about the steady hold and the gentle 
squeeze. Shooting offhand because of the 
perverse height of the grass, I once 
nailed a big swamp deer, or bara- 
singha, at 300 yards. These stags are 
lordly animals, almost as big as an elk, 
with great spreading antlers. Later, at 
the same range, another fine stag fell, 
but my use of a rest made the shot 
comparatively easy. 

The longest shot—and the luckiest— 
was the one that got a wolf as it stood 
watching our well-loaded jeep along 
about sundown one evening. We all 
piled out to look at the distant critter 
and Mukerji, translating the excited 
jumble of Hindi, estimated the range 
as 400 yards. He gave me some careful 
advice on how to make my stalk, but I 
promptly ignored it. With the gun 
sighted in at a little under 250 yards, I 
figured on about a 20-inch drop from 
the line of sight. I held some eight 
inches over the distant figure sil- 
houetted by the sunset, and touched off 
a shot. 

The wolf crumpled and the whole 
gang howled with glee, including the 
possessor of the .270. Mukerji paced off 
412 long strides to the kill. 

One day I saw a large herd of 
swamp deer bedded down in the sandy 
waste of an ancient watercourse. 
Crawling to within 100 yards, I had a 
clear view of the several stags in the 
herd. I was pretty certain which was 
the largest, but could not decide if he 
was big enough to be worth shooting. 
After half an hour had passed and none 
of the males showed signs of getting 
up for further inspection, I stood up 
abruptly. One of the watching does 
sounded a snorting alarm and in an 
instant the whole herd was off, running 
in panicky flight into the forest. 

At once I saw that I had made a sad 
mistake in judgment—the big stag was 
indeed a monster. I whipped up the .270 
and swung the crosshair with his 
bounding shoulder. I could see dust fly 
off his ribs and plainly heard the bullet 
strike, but the stag didn’t even break 
stride as he led his herd into the 
sheltering woods. 

My two assistants from the oxcart 
came running up. Alas, they chattered, 
the gods had not been smiling, for 
surely the bullet of the noble sahib had 
missed its mark. But the noble sahib 
shook his head and smiled as he lit his 
pipe. The gods were smiling, he said. 
Did not the worthy junglis hear the 
bullet strike the beast? Wait a few 
minutes, and then surely the quarry 
would be found within 200 yards. 

For once the noble sahib was right. 
We followed along the broad avenue of 
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The day Mrs. Shatto got an Afghan urial 


hoofprints for exactly 178 paces and 
came upon the big boy stone dead. He 
weighed well over 500 pounds, and I 
figure that if the horns had been three 
eights of an inch longer the .270 would 
have collected a new record for the 
species. 

Back in Kabul in the spring of 1950, 
my wife and I discovered an abundance 
of wild sheep on a mountain near our 
home. Within a year from that time, 
Mary and I went on more than 40 hunts 
in search of the ram of our dreams. 
Sometimes we were joined by an Af- 
ghan gentleman and sometimes by an 
eager American or by a European 
member of the Kabul foreign colony. 

I learned two things rapidly. The 
first was that, by using the Tirolean 
carry, with the .270 slung upside down 
under my left shoulder, muzzle to the 
fore, I could lean on the gun as I 
climbed. The second was that even the 
dumbest ram on the range was a lot 
smarter than I. He knew just the range 
at which I might risk a shot, where I 
was, and where I planned to be after 
the next hour of scrambling up the 
steep slopes. 

These rams were Afghan urial, a 
variety of the common sheep of central 
Asia. Adult males grow a long black 
ruff that covers their rront from throat 
to mid-chest. The ruff is fringed with 
| white, and the contrast to the fawn 
| color of the back and sides makes this 
animal probably the most beautiful of 
| sheep. Big rams may weigh. from 150 
pounds or more, and horns on the rec- 
ord head are 41% inches long. 


ne night we bivouacked on top of a 

high ridge. A herd of sheep over- 
ran camp just before dawn, waking us 
up, but all the sheep escaped, even 
though I went charging after them 
barefoot and clad only in a thin pair of 
shorts, to the accompaniment of loud 
shouts of advice and encouragement 
from shikaris and porters. 


But in the end I had to hobble pain-* 


fully back to bed over the sharp, cold 
stones. 

After breakfast Mary wandered off 
about 50 yards to spy down on the slepes 
below. She was carrying her seope- 
; Sighted .250/3000 Savage lever action. 
She soon beckoned the rest of us to her 
to watch a small herd of sheep playing 
about 300 yards off. Two young rams 


Author and blackbucks—one a 24-incher 


were engaging in mock combat. After 
observing them awhile she decided to 
have a try at the largest ram. Her 
shot made dust fly up directly behind 
the ram, and the whole herd ran off. 

“Missed,” I muttered. I lined up the 
crosshair of my scope on the hindmost 
ram, swung the rifle gently, and 
touched off a shot. Dust flew up on the 
far side of the animal and again I 
croaked, ‘‘Missed.” Through our binocu- 
lars we watched them run. What fool- 
ishness, I thought, to fire at a running 
beast at 400 yards. But then the ram I 
had shot at slowed—and then collapsed, 
head wobbling as he fell. 


t was nearly a mile downhill and 

cross-country to where the trophy 
lay, and even our eagle-eyed Afghan 
hunters had trouble locating the exact 
spot. I found the ram first and instant- 
ly noticed the tiny exit hole, about .35 
caliber, well back in the rib cage. The 
Core-Lokt bullet from Mary’s little .250 
would have opened up more than that, 
due to the exposed lead. But how do 
you explain all this to your wife when 
she’s just fired at her first ram—es- 
pecially when your shot was a fluke at 
400 yards? 

“Congratulations, honey,” I 
“You've got yourself a ram.” 

“But—but how do you know that you 
didn’t kill it?” she asked. 

“T saw dust fly up behind hiniwhen I 
shot” I answered, and she was ready to 
buy it. What with all the big rams 
around, I figured to tell her the truth 
after she’d shot a big trophy for her- 
self, and that happy event took place 
several months later. 

We got a couple of other rams that 
summer and autumn, youngsters offer- 
ing such easy shots that they weren’t 
proper challenges for the .270. And still 
the big pappy rams grazed on their 
heights looking down on me. 

I decided to climb the almost vertical 
cliffs at the north end of the mountain. 
Rough going, but I knew the paired 
telescopes that the sheep carried 
around for eyes could not detect my ap- 
proach, and I could ascend nearly to 
the top of the mountain unseen. The 
idea was good and I found a small herd 
of sheep grazing contentedly some 200 
yards off. The ram, however, was a 
junior model, and I was faced with the 
eternal choice between what was at 


said. 











hand and what might be in the bush. I 
decided against giving away my strate- 
gic position and chose to lie quietly on 
my stomach, watching the sheep until 
they moved slowly out of sight. 

It was pleasant to enjoy the cool 
mountain air and to let my back soak 
up the early morning sunshine. For the 
moment I felt too lazy to worry about 
even a big ram. Then the sheep re- 
turned, stopping on the very crest of 
the ridge below, looking behind them. 
This time they were joined by a huge 
male—just what I’d been hoping for 
for months. 

His black ruff, fringed with creamy 
white, waved in the gentle breeze as he 
stood broadside to me, and I thrilled to 
see his heavy neck and shoulders. And 
his horns—great sweeping curls of 
about a turn and one quarter each. 
Urial horns are slenderer than those of 
a bighorn and the curl is not nearly so 
tight. In my opinion, the greater sweep 
of the urial is the more majestic. 

Even as I was taking in all this, the 
crosshair was settling on the ram’s 
shoulder. The bullet, a 130-grain Peters, 
entered the chest cavity and he died in 
his tracks, never knowing of his hidden 
assailant. 

In a little more than a year, I had 
hunted from the half-mile-high movn- 
tains of the Afghan Hindu Kush to the 
lowlands of the Indian Terai and back 


again. Except for tiger, bear, and sam- | 
bar, the .270 had taken at least one of 
every major species of game in those 
parts. Three of the trophies were local | 
records, and a fraction of an inch more | 
on the horns of one would have meant a | 
new No. 1 world record. Two of the | 
kills were at about 400 yards, three were 
at 300, and many were at ranges more | 
than 200. 

The 130 and 150-grain bullets were | 
of several makes and lots. Both the 
Peters and the Western 150-grain bul- | 
lets did excellent work, but the old | 
130-grain Western hollow-point and | 
Peters pointed expanding bullets did 
even better, especially on the smaller | 
animals. 

Most of the time I shot Peters 130- | 
grain Inner Belted hollow points—the | 
only controlled-expansion bullets used. 
They gave the best performance of any, 
somewhat slow on smaller game be- 
cause they didn’t open up well, but 
deadly on larger beasts. They pene- 
trated well and held together fine. 

I managed to improve my marks- 
manship to a point of consistency that I | 
sometimes still find hard to believe my- 
self. In India the last 19 out of a couple 
of dozen kills were made with one shot 
each from the .270, and most speci- | 
mens fell in their tracks. For accuracy, 
for killing power, what more could any 
rifle do? THE END 
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The Place: Big Leech Lake, Northern Minne- 
sota, during cold November weather. 

The Set-vp: Two equally matched marksmen 
shoot from the same blind. One wears heavy 
hunting gloves—the other, a heated Jon-e 
Muff buckled around his waist. 

The Result: 80% of the time that a “single” 
decoys in, the man wearing the Jon- uff 
drops it first! (During tests, hunters wore 


| Muff and gloves on alternate days.) 


Conclusion: 1. Heavy gloves are not enough to 
keep a hunter warm in cold weather, are too 
cumbersome, too slow for fast, accurate shoot- 
ing. 2. A Jon-e Muff keeps a hunter’s hands 
and wrists warm and instantly free for action, 
his muscles relaxed, his reflexes faster. Best 
of all, he’s comfortable! 

Plus Feature: After picking up wet, icy de- 
coys, it’s luxury to tuck your chilled hands 
back into the heated Muff as your boat heads 
for camp. 
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TROUBLE WITH A CURL 


(continued from page 40) 


buttress of rock lifted almost vertically 
to the fringe of the snowline. If they 
hadn’t yet moved, the rams lay at the 
foot of that rock. We could get within 
50 yards of them and then take our 
pick—if only my two hunters would 
climb up the 60-foot ledge separating 
us. I coaxed, pleaded, almost cursed. 

The baron shook his head a second 
time. ‘I’d need a rope ladder———”’ And 
the gentleman from Prague, belly still 
heaving and falling like a rowboat on a 
stormy lake, said, ‘Up there I could not 
be unless I had the cable car.” 

Defeated, I started to come down. 

“One moment if you please, Meester 
Collier.” The Czech stood directly be- 
low me with round, perspiring face 
turned upward to mine. ‘The sheep,” 
he said—‘“‘you think they still sleep?” 

I hadn’t the faintest idea. I was just 
hoping they hadn’t moved. But we'd 
wasted precious time already. From up 
on the rock I could stare down over 
several hundred acres of capital sheep 
range to the dark smudge that was 
timberline. From there, some five hours 
ago, I had first spotted the rams, 
planned the stalk, and allowed three 
hours for the job. But 60 pounds of ex- 
cess fat plus a bum knee are a handi- 
cap to any guide, and my timing had 
gone hopelessly astray. 

“The beeg one,” thé Czech continued, 
“the one with what you call the double 
curl. Now, Meester Collier, I have the 
plan——.” 

The one with the double curl! OUT- 
DOOR LIFE’s regulars have already been 


stadium, your wife will give three cheers for 
the smartly styled Jon-e Muff, too! See it at 


| your sporting goods dealers NOW. 


introduced to that ram in my story The 
Tatlow Postscript, in the October, 1953, 
issue. That time I had with me a Scot |} 
—a captain in the Queen’s Own Cam- | 
eron Highlanders—and his sister. I| 
first set eyes upon the ram with the | 
double curl while bellied down on a/| 
ridge watching the captain complete a | 
stalk for the sheep head he took back | 
to Scotland. The double-curl ram was | 
one of seven or eight that were bedded | 
unseen among some rocks. 

I lay there that day, staring wist- | 
fully at that magnificent trophy—the | 
only bighorn I’ve seen with horns hav- 
ing a true double curl. There was little 
I could do except burrow down into 
the shale and feast my eyes. The cap- 
tain was 50 or 60 yards away from me. 
If I shouted to attract his attention, 
not only would the rams down below 
take off but also the single ram, snooz- 
ing on the skyline, that the captain had 
reckoned ‘good enough.” 

Then the captain fired. His ram went 
skidding and tumbling down, to pile up 
dead against a clump of juniper. And 
the ram with the double curl was off 
with his band at the crack of the gun, 
a gray wraith evaporating into the 
rocks. I’d not seen him again until 10 
o’clock this morning, hunting with this 
other party. Sprawled at timberline, 
binoculars probing the broken coun- 
try between there and the everlasting 
snows, I'd picked out some 14 or 15 
rams just bedding down on the summit 
of the hog’s-back on which the three of 
us now stood. He with the double curl 
was one of them. I could scarcely be- 
lieve my eyes, but there he was. 

So the Czech had a plan. Looking 
down from the rock ledge, I cocked an 
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First in its field 


to provide the spark plug 


in your future 


Ford—-America’s most popular motorcar | 
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widest limits in automotive history. speed pre-ignition—these great new TURBO- 
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power and efficiency in cars of the future. 





Because of their larger thread size and 
unique seating design, Champion rTurso- 
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ear and signaled “Yes?” I strained to 
hear the reply. 

“We have the moose, the goat, and 
the big stag. But we have not yet the 
ram. Is it not so?” 

I nodded and scraped the rock with 
the heel of my boot. “Come up here 
and maybe you'll both have rams, too.” 

He wagged his head. “The baron’s 
knee, he suffer badly. And perhaps I 
get halfway up and fall—break the 
leg? That would not be so good, heh?” 

Gesturing with a huge, flabby paw, 
he came to the crux of his plan. ‘Mees- 
ter Collier, would you please go on just 
yourself and kill the good ram head for 
both of us. We wait here.” 


flushed hot with temper. But I 

slowly counted to 20 and the time 
iced me down. I glanced questioningly 
at the baron and got a shrug of the 
shoulders in reply. Of course I should 
have got down off the rock and headed 
back to camp. Leaving ethics out of 
the matter altogether, it’s against regu- 
lations for a guide to kill the customer’s 
game in British Columbia. But-—— 

“What difference does it make who 
kills the rams?” It was just a faint 
whisper born of nowhere. 

“The one with the double curl—may- 
be a world record. There might never 
be another chance.” The music of a 
siren now, coaxing, compelling. There 
might never be another chance. When 
the Europeans moved out, I’d also leave 
the high country for the year and start 
the 125-mile trek home to Meldrum 
Lake. 

Unless either the Czech or the baron 
took the one with the double curl now, 
a whole year would pass before another 
hunt. And in a land where coyotes, 
timber wolves, and cougars pad big- 
horn range and winter can wreak havoc 
with game, 12 months is a long, long 
time for any ram to hang onto his 
horns. 

The baron suddenly found his tongue. 
“You might be able to work around 
them,” he suggested, “and drive them 
down the ridge this way.” 

“Might work,’’ I responded, knowing 
full well that it wouldn’t. The plan I 
was now forming had nothing to do 
with attempting the impossible feat of 
driving the sheep down to them. I’d 
led these two to within 600 yards of 
the bedded rams, and all that stopped 
them now was a rock that most hunters 
I’ve guided would have climbed like a 
squirrel on a fence post. I was going 
to finish this hunt alone—but I wouldn’t 
tell them so. 

“Tll try to drive the rams down to 
you,” I said, “but only on one condi- 
tion.” 

“Condeetion?’”’ echoed the Czech. 

“That you'll promise not to shoot un- 
less som'show or other I can put the 
rams within 300 yards of you.” 

TLey promised, and I was off on my 
own. A few paces above the rock I 
paused to ease a shell into the breech 
of my .303 Ross and make sure of the 
safety. 

Then I focused my glasses on the 
rubble-littered ridgetop. Before going 
any farther I wanted to make a mental 
photograph of the position of every 













rock between me and the rams. That 
done, I put the glasses back in their 
case and cautiously moved ahead. 

The dark slab of rock became closer. 
Just below snowline, two creamy-white 
blobs stood out on the dark face of the 
bluff. Goats. On all fours now, I 
crawled from one rock to another. A 
few minutes of this and I knew I was 
very close to the rams’ bedding ground. 
I dropped to my belly and snaked for- 
ward. 

High on the rock above me, the goats 
were motionless, horns lowered into 
space, eyes taking in my every move- 
ment. That didn’t worry me, for they 
were so safe they had no reason to pick 
up their heels and so alert the rams. 

Close enough now, I thought. I 
snuggled against a rock, crouching 
there a couple of minutes, allowing 
nerves, wind, and heartbeat to steady 
a little. Then, easing off the safety, I 
gently slid my .303 to the top of the 
rock and followed it. 

My jaw sagged like a slowly opening 
trapdoor. Devil a ram was there in 
sight! Too much time had been frit- 
tered away since we left timberline. As 
the afternoon wore on, the urge for 
feed and water had taken the sheep 
elsewhere. 

Resting my back against the rock, I 
gazed moodily up at the goats. But 
they told me nothing. The wind coming 
down from the snows puffed cold in my 
face as if to turn me back. 

Something — movement of sorts — 
took my eyes to the floor of the valley 
to my right, 1,500 feet below me, and 
the margin of a small glacial lake fed 
by a rivulet of water from the dripping 
snow above. I crouched tight against 
the rock. I didn’t need binoculars. With 
the naked eye I could see the horns 
with the double curl! 

Now a second ram moved into sight 
from behind the slope of a shoulder, 
and it was plain I was 30 minutes too 
late to catch them before they’d left 
their beds. If I stood up now, I would 
be as prominent as a large pimple on 
a tiny nose; the bighorns would in- 
stantly spot me. So I sat very still, 
palming my chin, surveying the bleak 
gray slope that tilted down to the 
rams. 


couple of hundred feet beneath me 
A was a gash, or chimney, which be- 
came deeper as it approached the water 
below. With scarce a movement I went 
for the glasses and focused them on the 
spot where the chimney met the valley 
floor. The sheep with the double curl 
grazed only a few feet from its mouth. 
If only I could get into that cut with- 
out being spotted! Yet it seemed that 
I might just as well have asked for the 
moon and a couple of lesser planets. 
The only cover on that slope was a 
single, needlelike outcrop of rock a few 
feet from the lip of the chimney. 
From above, from the face of the 
rock on which the two billy goats rumi- 
nated, came a rattle of gravel and 
shale. That in turn jarred loose larger 
rocks until a miniature slide was flow- 
ing down from the bluff. Below, the 
two rams in view stopped grazing and 
looked up. But, with never a stomp of 
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PELLGUN® Home Shooting Sets For 


Holiiay Fun 


The year ’round 


When friends or family get-together 
you'll have an exciting time shooting 
fascinating indoor target games. 

Sets include rules for games that can be 
played in basement, game room or den. 
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name of the actual game killed. ‘‘STUDS‘’ 
are beautifully embossed game heads 
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rich the appearance of your gunstock. 
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gold at $3.00 each, or Sterling silver 
at $1.25 each. Federal Tax included. 
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the foot, their noses went back to the 
feed. 

That miniature slide gave birth to a 
crazy idea. Slides, avalanches—that 
baby down below was born within hear- 
ing range of a slide and has lived 
among them ever since. For in the 
high country, rocks are forever com- 
ing loose from their moorings, gaining 
company as they pick up stride and 
hurtle toward timberline way below. 
And when there’s loose, dry shale in a 
Slide, it raises clouds of fine dust. 

How could I get into that chimney 
without spooking the sheep? The an- 
swer came, from where I do not know. 
“Belly out to the edge of the dropoff, 
then roll over on your back and kick 
loose. It will be like tobogganing down- 
hill in the snow on a deer hide. Aim 
your feet for that outcrop of rock; it’ll 
stop you beside the chimney. Follow 
the chimney smack into the middle of 
the sheep.” 

If I missed the outcrop altogether ? 
I'd keep on traveling and break my 
neck—all for the sake of a ram with 
the double curl. 

But there was no other way. I 
skidded clear of the rock toward the 
brink of the dropoff. Three rams were 
in sight now and I kept my eyes on 
them, pausing when they lifted their 
heads, inching forward when they low- 
ered them. And so to the brink. As 
steep as a three-quarter-pitch roof, or 
so it looked to me. I found a handker- 
chief in my hip pocket and tied it about 
the snout of my rifle to seal out dust 
and grit. 

Butt of my .303 was down between 
my knees, its muzzle pointing past my 
ear. Then I kicked off. For 30-odd feet 
I had to use both elbows to gain mo- 
mentum. Then the shale began to 
move, slowly at first. Through an in- 
creasing haze of dust, I saw the three 
rams stiffen, horns thrown back, eyes 
on the slope. But they didn’t panic. 


was gathering speed now—as was, 

it seemed, the whole hillside. Frag- 
ments of rock whistled past me, a tide 
of rubble picked me up on its flow. I 
could no longer see sheep, outcrop of 
rock, nor chimney. I was being smoth- 
ered in a cloud of dust. I tried to brake 
my frightening speed with my heel and 
elbow, but to no avail. 

From out of the dust and the grit, 
the jagged snout of a rock rushed out 
to meet me. The outcrop. I began to 
flex my legs. If a boot failed to meet 
that rock—well, the bottom seemed 
miles distant and the slope was grow- 
ing into a thundering avalanche. 

Then my right heel was jammed up 
against my knee. I skidded sideways 
and the boot slipped from the rock, but 
a frantic lunge with my right hand 
caught the rock farther down. Though 
I thought my arm would tear from its 
socket, I managed to hang on until the 
slide had gone by. 

I looked toward the bottom. Noth- 
ing to be seen there but billowing dust. 
I gingerly got up, filled my lungs with 
grit-laden air, and dashed for the chim- 
ney. 

I slithered down inside and lay flat 
on my back, gulping air. Then I came 











upright again. There wasn’t a breath 
of wind stirring down in this gash in 
the earth. Steadying myself against 
the wall of the chimney, I started on 
down. 

Then, finding footholds where I could, 
I pulled myself up the left wall of the 
chimney. Gently I slid my .303 on top 
and then, after tossing my hat back 
into the bottom, I brought head and 
eyes level with the gunstock. He was 
still there, the ram with the double 
curl, broadside to me, 40 yards away. 
Then front and rear sights were lined 
square on that big ram’s heart. 

But I hesitated. I should have 
touched off that shot, but there was 
one obvious reason for my not doing 
so. (And who ever knows what con- 
science does to a man?) Three more 
rams were in sight now and I calcu- 
latingly took stock of their horns. The 
largest had but a 36- or 37-inch curl, 
and that wasn’t good enough. Not 
when there were perhaps a dozen more 
to pick from. My finger came away 
from the trigger. I still couldn’t see all 
of the lake shore because of a screen- 
ing shoulder of rock, but I knew that 
somewhere beyond that shoulder the 
rest of the band grazed. 


and followed it to its mouth, the 
ram with the double curl would still be 
in good range, and all the others would 
also be in sight. When the band 
stampeded at my first shot they’d circle 
the lake for their get-away. So I 
could pick out the next-best head with 
every chance of dropping it before the 
band got out of range. Then the lousy 
job would be finished, for both the 
baron and the Czech would have sheep 
trophies to take out. 

I slithered back to the bottom, picked 
up my hat, and started for the chimney 
mouth. I was almost there when I 
heard shots from the heights above. 

My hunters, spotting the rams from 
up there, had opened up at a range of 
some 700 yards and were spraying the 
valley with lead. 

I raced for the mouth of the cut, 
cursing. Neither man had any chance 
of killing a ram at that range. I 
stumbled over a rock, went flat on my 
face, picked myself up again. The ram 
with the double curl—I had thoughts 
only for him. 

So I came to the mouth of the cut. 
And I hadn’t a chance either. Sixteen 
bighorn rams were already around the 
lake and halfway to the crest of the 
ridge beyond. 

Gently I laid the old .303 down. I 
might have tossed in a couple of des- 
peration shots but it would have done 
no good. The one with the double curl 
was now almost 500 yards from me, 
moving like a greyhound. 

I watched until the rams were up 
over the ridge, then picked up my gun. 
Dragging my right foot, I turned and 
began the long climb back. My scowl 
slowly evaporated as I climbed. 

A few moments later I glanced high 
above to see the baron and the Czech 
etched against the sky. Then I grinned. 
After all, they were paying the piper. 
They'd a right to call the tune. THE END 


I I backed into the chimney again 
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tobacco between your fingers. 
Feel how moist it is. Never a dry 
snapping. 


You can TASTE the freshness 


—It’s smart to smoke a pipe 
today —so smoke Edgeworth or 
Holiday. You'll agree freshness 
means flavor. 


Wy, £ 


Finest Pipe 
Tobacco 


A blend of choice white 
burleys. Cooler smok- 
ing...richer tasting. 


Still only 15¢ 


America’s 
Favorite Pipe 
Mixture 


A blend of famous to- 
baccos. Holiday smells 
good ...smokes good! 


Still only 15¢ 


EDGEWORTH and HOLIDAY are also available 
in 8-ounce and 16-ounce economy size tins. 
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Pressures Way Up There 


Question: I've started handloading for my 
Model 70 Winchester in .30/06. For a good all- 
round load, how about the 150-gr. Sierra with 
57.5 gr. of No. 4320 du Pont powder, or the 
180-gr. boattail using 53.5 gr. of the same 
powder? Could you give me some data on 
velocities?—-Jack Caran, Tex. 


Answer: You make my blood run cold. 
Precisely what pressures you're getting with 
that handloaded 150-gr. bullet I can’t say, but 
I can assure you they’re way up there. Pres- 
sure is likewise very high with 53.5 gr. of 
No. 4320 powder and the 180-gr. bullet. 

With the 150-gr. bullet in the .30/06 I don’t 
care to load over 55 gr. of No. 4320 powder, and 
I wouldn’t go over 51 gr. with the 180-gr. 
bullet. I suspect you’ve got hold of some old 
maximum loads for use with Frankford Arsenal 
primers. The use of modern noncorrosive 
primers steps pressures up.—J.O’C. 


Excessive Headspace 


Question: I have a .30/06 Enfield rifle, Model 
1917, that has excessive headspace. Is it possi- 
ble to get this corrected, and is it safe to shoot 
in its present condition?—Philip Barker, Conn. 


Answer: To correct the excessive headspace 
you will have to do one of three things: have 
the barrel cut off one thread, rethreaded, and 
rechambered, or have a new and slightly longer 
bolt fitted, or have the face of your present bolt 
built up by chrome plating. 

Whether the rifle is safe to shoot depends 
on many factors, including just how excessive 
the headspace is, and what kind of brass car- 
tridges you’re using. If your bolt will close 
on a 1.950 gauge it very definitely should not 
be used with any ammunition.—J.O’C. 


22 Barrel Length 


Question: If I cut the barrel on my .22 rim- 
fire automatic to 18 in., will it affect its ac- 
curacy in eny way?—Bobby Smith, Ala. 


Answer: Shortening that barrel wouldn’t af- 
fect the inherent accuracy of your .22 rifle, be- 
cause the little .22 cartridge develops its full 
velocity in an 18-in. barrel. 

However, if you use iron sights it’s harder 
to detect errors in aim with a short barrel be- 
cause it gives you a rather short sighting radius 
and you can’t hold as accurately as you could 
with a longer barrel. It makes no difference 
with a scope sight.—J.O’C. 


Model 1895 in .30/06? 


Question: A master sergeant where I’m 
stationed claims that Winchester never made a 
Model 1895 lever action in .30/06. Is this true? 
—A/2c James J. Duncan, Md. 


Answer: The Model 95 Winchester was made 
in a variety of calibers for many years. It was 
a very strong lever-action box-magazine rifle. 
It was first brought out in 1896 for the .30/40 
Krag and tor two biack-powder cartridges, the 
.38//2 and the .40/72. It was adapted to the 
British .303 in 1898, the .35 Winchester in 1903, 
the .405 Winchester in 1904, the .30/03 in 1905, 
| and the .30/06 in 1908. 

Either the .30/03 or .30/06 chambers will ac- 
cept the .30/06 cartridge, since the only differ- 
ence between the two chambers is that the 
| 30/03 has a neck about 1/10 in. longer. 
| I believe manufacture of the Model 95 in 





-30/06 was discontinued about 1923 because a 
lot of them blew up when innocent characters 
insisted on using 8 mm. Mauser ammunition. 
By 1931, I understand, the model was being 
made only in .30/40, .35, and .405 Winchester, 
and was discontinued in that year. It was 
carried in the Winchester catalogue until 1938, 
however, because rifles could still be assembled 
from parts on hand. 

During World War I a special military rifle 
was made for the Czarist government in 7.62 
mm. Russian caliber. Those old Winchesters 
have turned up in Japan, Korea, and Germany. 
—J.O’Cc. 


Jesse James Used It 


Question: I have an old .44 caliber pistol 
made by Remington. Can you tell me any- 
thing about it?—Allen S. Hendry, Calif. 


Answer: Remington brought out a “Frontier” 
Model revolver in 1874 usixrg the .44/40 or .44 
W.C.F. cartridges. This was Remington’s an- 
swer to the Colt revolver which came out 
earlier in the same caliber. 

I understand Jesse James liked and used that 
Remington.—J.O’C. 


M-1 Carbine on Deer? 


Question: I have a .30 caliber Army carbine 
which I'd like to use on deer. I’m having car- 
tridges reloaded with 110-gr. soft-nose bullets. 
Is this gun too powerful on deer? Also is it 
legal? What is the power and range of the 
bullets?——Donald A. Smith, Va. 


Answer: Use of the .30 M-1 carbine on deer 
is prohibited in most states. You could kill 
deer with the 110-gr. M-1 bullet—if the animal 
were properly hit. But the same goes for any 
cartridge. I certainly wouldn’t recommend the 
carbine for deer. Instead of being too power- 
ful, it is much too weak to be 100 percent 
reliable. 

I see an M-1 load in Lyman’s Ideal Hand 
Book of a 110-gr. jacketed bullet with 13 gr. of 
No. 2400 powder for a muzzle velocity of 1,900 
foot seconds. When you consider that the little 
.25/35, which was supposed to be the minimum 
on deer, drives a 117-gr. bullet at a muzzle 
velocity of 2,280 foot seconds, you can see that 
the M-1 carbine is no powerhouse.—J.O’C. 


6X Scope for Varmints 


Question: I’m planning to buy a Remington 
Model 722 in .222 caliber for use on ground 
squirrels, pine squirrels, and woodchucks. 
What kind of scope should I get?—G. R. 
Schaefer, Oreg. 


Answer: If you use a 6X scope, like the 
Stith, Weaver, Bushnell, or Pecar, you'll get 
just about all there is out of that .222, and 
have an excellent varmint outfit.—J.O’C. 


For Caribou 


Question: Can you tell me what I should use 
in hunting caribou?—William H. Eshbaugh Jr., 
N. J. 


Answer: The caribou is not a particularly 
dificult animal to kill. He’s usually shot in the 
open, but is sometimes taken at fairly long 
range. I’ve shot quite a few caribou, mostly 
with the .270 and the 130-gr. bullet. The ma- 
jority of them have been one-shot kills. Any- 
thing on the order of the 7 mm., the .30/40, the 
-300 Savage, the .30/06, or the .270 is perfectly 
O.K.—J.O’C. 
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a handful of sturdy characters who use 
no dogs. 
find a fox track, and follow it on foot. 
When it leads into a swale or brushy 
ravine or any piece of cover where a 
fox is likely to be, one or two hunters 
circle ahead and take stands and an- 
| other one drives him out. 
| gets a shot, Mr. Red lights out for an- | 
| other hiding place and the men plod | 


| the next promising spot, 
| performance is repeated. 


| one this morning,” 





RED STUMPS HIMSELF 


(continued from page 57) 
Briefly, track-walking is done by only 


They go out on fresh snow, 


If nobody 


along on his track until they come to 
where the 


Once the fox has been jumped a few 
times he gets jittery and very wise. It’s 
a wonder he’s ever killed, but it happens 
pretty regularly. Driven without dogs, 
he doesn’t leave the country. He'll 
circle around, covering maybe two or 
three square miles and finally working 
back toward his starting point, and 
sooner or later the hunters get a break. 

Foxes have been hunted that way in 





our community for more than half a 


century, and men who know the country 


and have the stamina to stay on a track 


| from daylight till dark rarely come in 


empty-handed. It’s a tough way to 
kill a fox, but it offers a lot of sport, 


and there’s satisfaction at the end of | 


the chase. 
Lester Truesdell, Jack Thorsby, and 
Lee Caswell are the core of the little 


group of fox hunters around my place. | 


Lester is a farmer, Jack runs a grader 
and snowplow on the county highways, 
and Lee works in a factory. There are 
others, like myself, who tag along as of- 


ten as chair-conditioned muscles will al- | 


low, but Lee and Jack and Lester are 
at it every week-end when the snow is 


| right. If I get a phone call from one of 


them between November and March, I 
start rubbing snake oil on the calves of 
my legs. I know what’s coming. 


I got such a call last February, and | 
one morning at sunrise Jack and Lee | 


and I gathered at Lester’s place, to 


start track-walking. Lester was oozing 
optimism. 


‘“‘We won't have to walk far to kill 
he said. “A big dog 


' -_- : | fox crossed the road just below the | 
Amazing, new HAVAHART traps are quick, a ; : pile | 
sure . . . foolproof. Rid your gardens, bins, | house sometime around day break. 
poultry houses of rats, rabbits, skunks, squir- | We'll find him down in the swamp.” 


Recalling other hunts that had begun | 
with equal confidence and ended hours | 


and miles later, without a fox pelt, I 
kept my fingers crossed. 


We walked down the road along the | 
swamp and found fox tracks within 100 | 
yards. A neat line of footprints led out | 
into the willow tangles. Lester and I| 


waited while Lee and Jack made a big 
circle, keeping out of sight behind hills 


and fence rows, heading for stands at | 


the far side of the swamp. It was a} 
| beautiful winter morning, sunny and 
|crisp. By noon the snow would be | 


softening and settling on the southern | 


hillsides, but we could count on a few 
| hours of perfect tracking conditions be- 
| fore then. 

When Jack and Lee reached their 
stands, half a mile away, Lester and I 


started the drive. Dead 





brown grass 


made a tangle in the swamp, and snow 
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had drifted knee-deep over it, and 
frozen into a hard crust. Yesterday’s 
fall lay on top, fresh and glittering. The 
fox had trotted daintily along on the 
crust, but we broke through at every 
| step. I already felt preliminary twinges 
in my legs, and it was easy to guess 
| who’d have the advantage as the morn- 
| ing wore on. 

We wallowed through the swamp, 
expecting a shot to rap out ahead of us, 
but nothing happened. Finally I came 
on the fox’s track leading up into the 
fields. He had decided against spending 
the day in the swamp. Things were 
turning out about as I had expected. 

The track swung south and recrossed 
the road into the woods, heading to- 
ward a den, and for a while it looked as 
}if the hunt might soon end. But we 
| found that Mr. Red had circled the den 
| without entering. 
| We jumped him in a field beyond the 
| woods. Halfway down a slope was the 
| hard-packed bed where he’d been lying. 

He’d picked a place where the wind 
blew toward him, giving him ample 
warning long before we came in sight. 
| The track showed he had moved off at 
an easy lope, keeping the wind over his 
shoulder. He knew now he was being 
followed. From here on, the hunt would 
be an endurance race. 

He slowed to a steady trot after half 

a mile, pausing for a look back only 

when he came to a vantage point on a 

hilltop. He was showing all the cunning 
| and caution that give our kind of fox 
| hunting its fascination. He picked the 

easiest going—across open fields, along 
| snow-drifted lanes, in the lee of fence 
|rows. Twice he found a strip of bare 
| ground along the edge of a woods and 
| turned aside and followed it, trying to 
| Shake us off his track. He skirted two 

or three big swales, too canny to hole 
| up where he might be cornered. 

We'd been on the track almost three 
| hours when it circled into a patch of 
| brushy woods and Lee said, “He’s fix- 
| ing to lie down.” 





| 


| had good cause to remember that 

woods. There was an old stump in 
| the center of it, overlooking a brush- 
| grown ravine that was used as a cross- 
|ing by every fox in the neighborhood. 
On a hunt the winter before, Lee and 
| Lester had left me perched on that 
stump while they circled the woods in 
the hope of routing a fox and driving 
|}him back to me. Their part of the 
scheme was successful. They jumped 
| the fox and sent him down the ravine 
in my direction, but somehow he man- 
aged to sneak up unseen until he was 
racing past me 30 yards away. My first 
shot sent snow flying behind him, and 
he poured on coal and streaked up the 
side of the ravine like a bolt of red 
lightning. I tried twice again without 
lifting a hair, and he scored a clean 
get-away. We killed him later in the 
day, after a long hard chase, but for 
weeks afterward Lee and Lester gave 
me a hard time about my shooting. 

And now the stage was set for a re- 
peat performance. Mr. Red was trotting 
straight for the same stump. In all 
likelihood he’d bed down somewhere 
| along the ravine. Well, I’d play my role 





differently this time, I told myself. I 
knew what to expect and where it 
would come from. If he crossed within 
reach of my 20 gauge, he was going to 
get a good dose of lead poisoning. 

His track went on past the stump, 
and I stayed there to watch for him. 
Jack would go to a second stand at the 
far end of the woods, and Lester and 
Lee would make the drive. 

“You know what to do,” Lester told 
me with a grin. 


settled down to wait things out. 

Nothing much happened for half an 
hour, and I was itching to move, but I 
knew better. Finally a big squirrel 
livened things up by frisking down off 
a distant tree to dig for snow-buried 
acorns. The excitement was short-lived, 
though, and for another 15 minutes 
nothing stirred within sight or hearing. 
Then off to my right a bluejay set up 
a sudden, discordant hullabaloo that 
could mean either fox or man. The jay 
called angrily for a full minute and I 
waited, straining my eyes for a hint of 
movement. Then some sixth sense 
warned me and I looked in the opposite 
direction. There was the fox, running 
as if the devil were prodding him. 

Later, I found out I had the bluejay 
to thank. Lester had disturbed an owl 
at the far side of the woods, and the jay 
had spotted it and sounded an alarm. 
Mr. Red knew it signified an unhealthy 
neighborhood. He’d been coming 
straight for my stand at a cautious trot, 
but when the bird squawked he lammed 
for the edge of the woods. 

He gave me time for one shot at 50 
yards, with trees and brush in the way. 
He jumped as if a bee had stung him, 
but it was fright, not hurt, that did it. 
He was behind a tree before I could 
rack in a fresh shell. The last I saw of 
him, he was dodging between trees at 
the border of the woods. I knew he’d 
really be hard to catch up with now, 
and I was about ready to believe that 
Stump was a jinx for me. There seemed 
no other way to account for what had 
happened to me two winters in a row. 
I’m no crack shot but I’m not that bad. 

An hour later, two miles to the north, 
we stopped in a brushy fence corner to 
size up a cat-tail swale in the next field. 

“We'd better send somebody around 
to the far side,’’ Lester said. ‘‘We’d feel 
silly if we let him give us the slip.” 

Just then a hen pheasant lifted out 
of the swale in sudden, startled flight. 

“That’s queer,” Jack commented. 
“Pheasants don’t get up like that in the 
middle of the day without a reason.” 

Before he could say another word, a 
second hen went flailing out. And in the 
next breath a fox leaped up out of the 
cat-tails, snapping for her like an ex- 
cited dog, almost turning inside out 
with effort. He missed and she kept on 
going. A minute later a third bird clat- 
tered up, and again the fox hurled him- 
self into the air in a vain effort. He 
drove out six pheasants, jumping 
hungrily for them as they cleared the 
grass. When the show ended he trotted 
nonchalantly out of the cat-tails and 
swung off across the fields. 

That was as strange a performance 
as any of us had ever witnessed. “If I 





hadn’t seen it with my own eyes I 
wouldn’t believe it,” Lester said. 

It was hard for any of us to under- 
stand how a fox that had been running 
from hunters for hours, a fox that had 
been shot at, still had the nerve and 
the impudence to turn aside and fool 
around like that, even to get himself a 
pheasant dinner. Not until the fox was 
out of sight and we were in the swale 
did we solve the riddle. We found Mr. 
Red had not tried to catch a meal on 
the wing; his track led around the 
swale and off to the north. The fox that 
had put on the act for us was smaller, 
probably a vixen. 

Not frightened or alerted, she’d be 
far easier to outsmart than the dog 
fox, but her small tracks made us de- 
cide against her and stay with Mr. Red. 

“He won’t go much farther,” Lee 
said. ‘“‘He’s had a hard day.” 

It was a false prophecy. We trailed 
the fox another mile, plodding along 
in the wet snow, and he showed no sign 
of quitting. In fact he was fresher than 
we were, and if we hadn’t jumped a 
bunch of five deer I don’t think we'd 
have seen him again that day. 

Lee saw the deer and alerted the rest 
of us with a low whistle and a wave. 
They were feeding in a cornfield. We 
had the wind in our favor and came on 
them over a hill, so we were within 
gun range before they took alarm. They 
lit out with their flags up. 

We were at the next fence when we 
saw the fox come over the crest of a 
ridge 200 yards away, stretched out, 
skimming the ground. He hadn’t seen 
us. He was taking his cue from the deer. 
Guided solely by those five spooked 
white-tails, he had misjudged our 
whereabouts and come straight back at 
us. Even the craftiest thing on four 
legs can make mistakes. 

He could still have made it if he’d 
kept his wits. He was angling down the 
ridge, out of reach, and we had no way 
to head him off. But Lester smashed a 
shot in his direction, thinking it bet- 
ter to try anything, rather than stand 
there and watch him run. I took a shot 
myself. 


hat happened next was the last 

thing we expected. He couldn’t find 
the guns and the shooting scared him 
senseless. He wheeled and ran head- 
long at us and we opened up with a 
rolling barrage Some of the _ shot 
reached him. He staggered but still 
came on through the fence and into our 
field running drunkenly. 

Fifty yards away, his fate was 
sealed. My pump gun was still plugged 
from duck season and I was fumbling 
frantically to reload, but Lester belted 
hira over. He rolled to his feet, saw us, 
and tried to turn away, but too late. 
Lee clouted him with a load of BB’s 
and he went down for keeps. 

I never did put much faith in jinxes, 
and if a windfall ever comes my way 
I’m going to buy that patch of woods, 
stump included. I’d like to own a stand 
where a man can sit down almost any 
winter day, with a couple of pals to 
help him, and be reasonably sure a 
fox will come by. If I sat there long 
enough, I know I’d make a kill. THE END 
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HUNTERS! 


the Ideal Hand Book 





shows you how to... 


SAVE ON AMMUNITION 


SELECT THE BEST LOAD 
FOR YOUR GAME AND GUN 


KNOW MORE ABOUT GUNS 


AMD AMMUNITION 


ENJOY A PROFITABLE HOBBY 

















7 BIG CHAPTERS 


1. Reloading Metallic Cartridges © 
2. Casting Bullets 

3. Reloading Data and Information 
4. Bullet Design and Information 

5. Bench Rest Shooting 

6. Shooting the Muzzle Loaders 

7. Reloading Shotshells 

8. Reprint of First Ideal Hand Book 





| 


NOTE: The reprint of the 75 year 
old Ideal Hand Book included in 
this 39th edition makes this limited 
edition a collector’s item too. 

The Ideal Reloading Hand Book is 
at your dealer’s for $1.00. If not 
available, we will handle requests 
direct, postpaid. 
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See the difference Hensoldt 
roof-prism construction 
makes in size, handy shape, 
brilliance of view and sharp 
definition. Sturdy, weather- 
proof models of 6 to 30 mag- 
nification. At leading dealers. 
Write for literature 
CAR. Z&iSS, INC., 485 Fifth Ave., New York 17 





Buy Govt. Bonds 


|of interesting posibilities. 





Genuine 
Paratroop 
Boots 


Corcoran boots 
are the only boots 
made to the orig- 

inal specifications 
for aratroop 
Boots ... the only 
boots with a// the 
comfort features of 
genuine Paratroop 
Boots. Accept no 
substitute. Buy 
Corcoran Para- 
pom Boots 

for hunting, 
hiking or 
military 

use. 


Only from CORCORAN 


$12.87 
government Postpaid in 
surplus stock U.S. A. 
Comes in tan, black, or waterproof oil finish 


Sizes 4-134 Widths AA-EEE 








CORCORAN, INC., SYOUGHTON, MASS. 
Please rush a pair of genuine Paratroop 
Boots. In tan () black () or with heavy oil 
finish () Check 0 Money Order 0 for 
$12.87 is enclosed. 


OL16124 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


by Gack O’Connoz 


Every Gun a Magnum 


ny good 12 gauge shotgun cham- 
bered for ordinary 2%-in. shells 
has now become a 12 gauge Magnum in 
effect. How come? Both Western-Win- 
chester and Remington-Peters are in 
the market with new shells which are 
loaded with 1% oz. of shot driven at 
the same velocity as the 15 oz. of shot 
in the 3-in. 12 gauge Magnum load. 

Pressures, so I’m told, are the same 
as in the regular 2%-in. loads (3% 
drams of powder, 114 oz. of shot) of the 
Super-X-Nitro Express variety. Only 
No. 4 and No. 2 shot are available. 

With No. 4’s the new shells should 
be reliable 60 or 65-yd. killers on ducks; 
with No. 2’s they should do as well on 
geese. And while we're at it, I’d like to 
bet that a lot of those No. 4’s are shot 
at wild cock pheasants. 

The new development opens up a lot 
If we can 
have 1% oz. of shot in a 12 gauge 
2%-in. shell, why not 1% oz. in a 3-in. 
12 gauge Magnum shell, 1144 or even 1% 
oz. in a 16 gauge, and 11/16 or 1% oz. 
in an ordinary 2%-in. 20 gauge shell? 

As this is written, I haven’t seen the 
new shells. I imagine they’d give a 
good deal of recoil and blast in a light, 
short-barreled 12 gauge. 


Short Shots 


ew Lyman Model 53 receiver sight 
for repeating shotguns was scared 

out of the bushes, according to the Ly- 
mans, by the astonishing demand for 
such a gimmick. As white-tail deer 
have increased in heavily populated 
areas, more and more hunters are be- 
ing restricted to shotguns shooting only 
buckshot or slugs. With slugs and an 
adjustable rear sight like the new Ly- 
man shotgun scope, the similar Wil- 
liams, or the Weaver K-1 a repeating 
shotgun shoots right where it looks. 
W. S. Vickerman, die maker, of El- 
lensburg, Wash., has added the 7 mm. 
to his line of bullet seaters, which are 
in many ways the best I've used. 
Vickerman now manufactures seaters 
in .22, .25, .270, 7 mm., and .30 caliber. 
Novel feature is that if you have a .22 
caliber seater, let us say, with the aid 
of inexpensive “ins«:ts’’ that fit into 
the tool’s case holde’ you can seat any 
.22 bullet in any case from .22 Hornet 
to .220 Swift or even .22/06. With the 
.30 caliber seater anything from .300 
Savage to .300 Weatherby is your meat. 
I picked up a .27 and a .30 caliber 


Vickerman three or four years ago and 
have used no other seaters of those 
calibers since. 

Many Americans consider combina- 
tion guns a screwy notion, but a good 
one makes sense if a man is hunting in 
country where both birds and large 
game aie on the bill of fare. And it’s a 
particularly good idea for wild turkeys, 
since it provides a shotgun barrel for 
running or fiying shots, at close range 
and a rifle barrel for shots farther out. 
Stoeger Arms Corp., 507 Fifth Ave., 
New York 17, N. Y., has long imported 
over-and-under combinations as well as 
“Drillings’—three-barrel jobs in vari- 
ous combinations. Flaig’s, Millvale 4, 
Pa., is importing some sweet Austrian 
over-and-unders in such combinations 
as 16 gauge with .22 Hornet, .222 Rem- 
ington, or .257 Roberts. Barrels are 24 
in. long, and the little rascals weigh 
only 6 Ib. 

Latest addition to the bullets manu- 
factured by J. W. Hornady, Grand Is- 
land, Nebr., is a 300-gr. .375 job. Horn- 
ady now makes everything from .22’s 
up, including such esoterica as odd-size 
.30’s for the 7.7 mm. Arisaka.... 
Speer Products, Lewiston, Idaho, has 
brought out bullets weighing 275 gr. 
for the .333 O.K.H., the .333 Belted, 
and the .333 Jeffery. 

Bliss Titus of Heber, Utah, tells me 
he is now guaranteeing 1-in. groups 
from the barrels he makes if they’re 
stocked by Byrd Pearson, stockmaker 
with whom he has a working agreement, 
or if the stock is available for him to 
rebed, and if the barrel is for one of the 
accurate calibers like .257, .30/06, or 
.270. This guarantee holds for sporters 
as light as 7 lb.! Few people can shoot 
a l1-in. group, even with a bull gun; 
but he says he won’t send one of those 
rifles out until he can get 1-in. groups 
with it. 

Many owners of Remington Model 
721 and 722 rifles have asked me where 
they can get a milled trigger-guard and 
floorplate assembly to replace the 
stamped factory job. Griffin & Howe, 
202 E. 44th St., New York 17, N. Y., is 


For Remington Model 721 and 722 rifles 





now in production with such an assem- 
bly. Magazine is hinged and the re- 
lease button is in the trigger guard. 
Precisely what good a .38 Special 
rifle is, I can’t say, but I borrowed one 
made on a Model 92 Winchester action 
and chronographed some loads its own- 
er sent along. The little rifle crossbred 
for a revolver cartridge had a good deal 
of soup and would be O.K. for deer in 
the hands of a good and careful shot. 
Here are the chronograph figures: 


Bullet Velocity 

Weight (Ft. Sec.) 
150 1,055 
175 1,420 
150 1,630 
150 1,445 
150 1,635 


Amount 
(Grains) 
9.5 


Powder 


No. 
No. 
No. 
No. 
No. 


Velocities above are instrumental at 
60 ft. To get muzzle velocity you'd 
add about 80 foot seconds. 


Unertl Vulture Scopes 


Wn an objective lens giving a 
clear aperture of 1.7 in. John 
Unertl’s new 8X and 10X Vulture scope 
sights are exceedingly bright and have 
excellent definition. In the 8X the field 
is 11.2 ft. at 100 yd.; in the 10X, 10.9. 
Scopes are of the fixed hunting type 
and can be mounted with bridge or side 
mounts having 1-in. rings. 

Redfield and Buehler make high 1-in. 
split rings especially for the scopes, so 
the high objectives will clear the bar- 
rels. Since both objective ind ocular 
units are removable, solid r igs can be 
slipped on. 

Like the Weaver K-8 and K-10 and 
the new Bushnell scopes of the same 
powers, the Unertls have focusing ob- 
jectives. With scopes of this type, var- 
mint shooters get hunting-scope solidity 
with target-scope optics. 

With the 10X I sampled you can see a 
crow bat his eyes so far away you 
wouldn’t believe it, or you can spot .22 
caliber holes at 100 yd. and more. 


Buckshot Sizes 


D==: South where hunters have been 
shooting deer with buckshot tor 
suv years or more, big sizes like No. 
00, with only 9 pellets in a 12 gauge 
load, are not popular. More use No. 0, 
with 12 pellets to the 12 gauge load. 
Real best-seller, I’m told, is No. 1 
buck, with 16 pellets in a 12 gauge load 
and 12 pellets in a 16 gauge. Probably 
the 20 gauge with its 20 pellets of little 
No. 3 buck should not be used on deer, 
as the power to penetrate is not there. 

Hunters say the relatively large 
number of pellets in a shell loaded 
with No. 1 buck increases the chance of 
a hit in a vital area, and hence of a 
clean kill. They add that while No. 00 
buck may pattern best in improved- 
cylinder and modified barrels, No. 1 
buck patterns best in full-choke bar- 
rels. Now and then they turn up a gun 
that will put all 16 pellets in a 30-in. 
circle way out at 50 yd. With a gun like 
that it’s curtains for any buck that 
runs into such a charge at 60 yd. and 
maybe more, 
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0 SUPERMATIC 
-22 L.R. super-accurate 
target pistol $74.55.* 





~ DURA-MATIC 
Low priced — high 
value .22 L.R., 


only $37.50. 


* with 634” Stabilizer barrel 


r THE HIGH STANDARD MANUFACTURING CORP. 


HAMDEN e CONNECTICUT 
oT 


Le oe oe oe oe 


my dear wife... 


Because you are always in doubt as to what 
shooting equipment I would like as a present, 
this little Christmas hint should help us both. 
The Hi-Standard pistol with the check mark 


it is what I really want this Christmas. 
I'll be pleased with its top quality ... 


Your loving husband.” 


= SPORT-KING 
.22 L.R. for all round 
use. $43.75. 
—~ FIELD-KING = 
-22 L.R. for target or 
field. $61.65.* shooter's favorite. 


OLYMPIC 
.22 Short target 


$74.55.* 


’ FLITE-KING 


-22 Short field and 
indoor model. 
Light weight. $43.75. 


Write for free folder + 28. 
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the Exciting PIED PIPER way! 


Amating new PIED PIPER CALL brings ‘em in 
brit 


A.L. LINDSEY 
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YOU GET THE BIRD! 
And No Foolin’ 
Or Money Back! 


Thousands in Use... 
CHAPEK SHOTGUN 
LEADER SIGHT 


Here’s the amazing —_ that eliminates all 
yuess work! Fits all shotguns, single and double 
barrel, over and under models, except .410 gauge 
... fits poly choke guns and compensator barrels 





-.- M0 serews, bolts, tools required! Install it 
yourself in a matter of seconds! There's no more 
missing fine g>me whey you use this amazing 
shotgun sight. Send for yours today! 


ORDER $4.10 
NOW Postpaid 
CHAPEK’S 
Leader Sight Co. 


P.O. BOX 856 L 





SHERIDAN, WYOMING 


. . 
Lightest, Warmest Things on Earth® 
Original and genuine patented BLIZZARD- 
PROOF® garments and sleeping robes are 
the finest in the world. They are made in the 
Eddie BAUER factory...sold direct from fac- 
tory to you—never through dealers or mid- 
diemen... never under any other brand name. 
You are assured of controlled quality at real- 
istic low cost. Read all about Down and what 
= others say. Send for your catalog —it’s FREE! 


36-PAGE 
FREE iicsteareo CATALOG 
The BLIZZARD-PROOF® Line—18 styles of Down 
insulated garments from $14.50, 21 types sieep- 
ing robes from $10.50. Also scientific data on 
various types of insulation plus facts about Down. 


Ea: BAUERG 


SEATTLE 4, WASHINGTON 
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HUNTING 


BEST for BOW 


THE ALL-NEW 
KODIAK II 


Bear \ 


GLASS-POWERED 
Bows / 
NEW 24 PAGE BOOK 


by Fred Bear and Jack Van 
Coevering. Tells you how to 
shoot Bow and Arrow. 
Contains valuable hunt- 
ing tips. Send 25¢ coin 

today for your copy, 

Ss. of Booklet ‘A’ 

\ Le 

dealer. 


BEAR \ 
ARCHERY  \ 
COMPANY 


GRAYLING, MICHIGAN 





SENSATIONAL ALASKA” NYLON 
nS "COLD-BREAKER” 
| VEST 


Down 
Insulated 


*REG. U. S. 
PAT, OFF. 


SF FOR TOWN 
AND 
COUNTRY WEAR 
SOLD BY 
MAIL ONLY 


pias 51749 


WEIGHS LESS THAN 19 oz. 


ALASKA'S new “Cold Breaker” vest is so beautifully styled, 
so attractively tailored, that you'll want to wear it every- 
where you go. By itself or under a coat it’s designed for 
warmth and action. Sturdy, long-wearing Nylon and Rayon 
outer cover, Water-repellent. New Down insulation. Free- 
floating satin underliner. 100% wool ribbing, from armpit 
to waist, prevents bind. Three roomy pockets with rain flaps 
.. lifetime zipper...new longer back length for added pro- 
.2ction...smart styling...flawless tailoring. To order, send 
height, weight, chest measurement. Colors: Autumn Brown, 
Forest Green, Dry Grass and Hunter Red. Other garments 
available for men, women and children. 


ALASKA SLEEPING BAG CO., Dept. OL 
309 S. W. 3rd Ave., Portland, Oregon 


RUSH Free Folder on Down Insulated Garments to: 
Name. 
Address_ 
City. 








Zone State. 











CHARTER FOR CHOLAME 


(continued from page 59) 


outdoor signs advertising the co-opera- 
tive plan, and a sign-hanging bee was 
planned for a Monday morning which, 
by an interesting coincidence, was open- 
ing day of the deer season. 

The sun that peeked over the hills 
that morning saw a score of men busily 
loading signs and equipment on a 
truck. “Anybody want to ride with 
me?’’ one of the men asked. Nobody 
did. Practically everyone was driving 
his own car. 

The first hanging was as well-wit- 
nessed as hempen ones had been back 
in the horse-thief days. Before going on 
to the next site, all hands surveyed the 
sign proudly as it stood out against the 
pale yellow of wheat on the hills. 

“It’s strange,” Ike remarked when 
they’d got the second sign halfway up. 
“Somebody must’ve had a flat tire.” 
For where they’d started out with eight 
cars, now there were only six. 

On the way to the next location they 
saw a three-point buck bound over the 
horizon. Two more cars disappeared. 

“Say,” interrupted Harold Hicklin, 
dropping his hammer, “you don’t just 
suppose———?”” He walked over to the 
remaining cars parked beside the road. 
Behind the seat of each lay at least one 
rifle. 

Two more years came and went and 
the project, by then seven years old, 
began to pay off. Word of it spread 
far beyond the San Joaquin Valley. It 
spread, in fact, to Ithaca, N.Y., where, 
one January day in 1953, I picked up 
a copy of the Central California Sports- 
man. In it was an article by Ian Mc- 
Millan about hunting valley quail. I 
read it, and what McMillan had to say 
interested me so much I had a hard 
time getting to sleep that night. Fi- 
nally I quit counting sheep and started 
counting valley quail—though I'd never 
seen one. ‘ 

Next morning I wrote to Mr. Mc- 
Millan asking for more information, and 
promptly was invited to visit him. One 
night six months later I was knocking 
on the door of a beautiful ranch house 
in the hills bordering the San Joaquin 
Valley. Mrs. McMillan answered. 

“Ike’s in bed,” she said, “but he’s 
used to being wakened. You must be 
Mr. Bulger. Come right in.”’ 

I soon forgot my fatigue in the warm 
Western welcome that followed, and 
hours later, in a wonderful ranch bed, 
I thought of the things I would ask Ike 
to show me next day. 

Call to breakfast came unbelievably 
soon, but I got up and went over to 
the window for my first daylight view 
of the valley. It was wonderful, but 
I didn’t look at it long, for there on a 
fence post 10 feet away sat a California 
valley quail—a cock. On the ground 
below, scuttling back and forth like 
little soldiers, were dozens of the birds, 
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Gun Lore. 


“GUNE DIGEST 


All New 1955= 9th Annual 


The Gun Digest is the first and still the only authoritative guide 
to American and Foreign Guns, Ammunition, Ballistics, 

Mounts, and Accessories. Loaded with over 800 new illustrations, 
unusual articles, technical data. and collector's dope. Hundreds of 
giant pages crammed full of exciting Gun Lore, latest prices, illus- 
trations and complete specifications on all 

new available Guns and Accessories. Mag- 

nificent 4 color covers. Big new Antique 

Gun section. 26 new and original articles by 

the World's Greatest Gun Experts. The Gun All 

Digest is the only gun book of its kind. 


At Sporting Goods Dealers 
and Booksellers or 
ORDER BY MAIL TODAY! 


THE GUN DIGEST CO., Dept. OL-12 





227 W. Washington St. Chicago 6, Ill. 
GUNS LOOK NEW AGAIN 


New, better formula. Beautiful 
job, even on guns blued with acid- 
boiled process, caustic soda, park- 
erized. Removes grease, penetrates §F 
rust, leaves satin blue-black finish. 
Takes minutes, not hours. Thousands 
of repeat orders every year. $1.00 Kit 
includes 4 oz. bottle Gua Blue, cotton, 
steel wool. Ask dealer or write for folder. ¢ 


C. §. VAN GORDEN & SON “* vc!" 
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DEERSKIN GLOVES 


Your deerskins tanned and made 
into beautiful Deerskin Gloves, 
Jackets, Vests, Moccasins & Wal- 
lets. Write for catalog. 
JOSEPH =v 
Greenfield Center 7 


(Located 2 miles north of Saratoga. Open from 9 
AM. to 9 P.M. during Nov, & Dec.) Phone 118 


Taxidermist 
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ishop rifle and {@ 
Dept. L3-R shotgun stocks. 
E. C. Bishop & Son, Inc., Warsaw, Mo. 





IDEAL FOR 

SMALL GAME! 
ECONOMICAL ~ ACCURATE 

SAFE —~ NON-TOXIC — CONVENIENT 
PRACTICAL. Easy o operate—No pumping 


No spring recoil. Lses low cost Soda Cartridges 

Bunjamin CO2 | cai. 22 Benjamin H.-C Pellets and Darts. 
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BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 804 MARION ST., ST. LOUIS 4, MO.,.U.S.A 








RECOIL 
PA:D 


Guaranteed te give complete satis- 
faction and to prevent all shoulder 
marks and soreness—or money back. 
If dealer can’t supply you, MAIL 
COUPON TO 
SEYMORE PRODUCTS Dept. B 
4035 Bledsoe Ave., Culver City, Calif. 
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the young tripping comically over 
wisps of straw, the older ones hustling 
breakfast. The cock bird kept his post, 
maintaining guard with patriarchal 
dignity. 

“You'll see lots of quail before you 
leave,” Ike said to me later. “But first, 
how long can you stay?” 

“Two days,” I announced firmly, but 
it was a week before I left. 

The thing Ian McMillan wanted me 
to know right away was that he wasn’t 
the whole Cholame show. He wasn’t 
any of it, to hear:him tell it. “We've 
done what we've done,” Ike said, ‘‘only 
because we've worked together.” At 
first I took this for a bit of Ike’s Scotch 
modesty, but what I saw and heard 
the rest of that week convinced me he 
was right. It’s been truly a joint effort 
of landowners and sportsmen. Since 
it was formed the association has had 
five presidents—two of them ranchers 
and three nonranchers. Mervei Tucker, 
who has headed the group this year, is 
a well driller. 

“What do you want to see as a start- 
er?’ Ike asked as we drained our 
breakfast coffee. 

“A plot,” I replied. 


e put on his big Western hat and 

led me to the road. We'd gone 
about a mile when we stopped. “Get 
your camera ready,” Ike suggested. All 
I could see ahead was a patch of brush 
standing lumpily against a hill bristling 
with golden wheat. 

But as we approached the spot I saw 
several brushpiles, a water tank, and 
an odd contraption that looked like a 
brush-thatched hut minus walls. Sud- 
denly a swarm of little brown objects 
zoomed off the roof of the hut. Then 
another. Quail! I tried frantically to 
estimate how many were leaving the 
roost in spurts of a score or more ata 
time. I couldn’t, but there must have 
been hundreds, and it wasn’t until 
they’d gone that it dawned on me I'd 
clean forgotten to take a picture. 

We closed in on the plot then, and I 
saw more quail running on the ground, 
stopping momentarily, speeding on, and 
finally shooting off in bullet flight to 
join the covey in the hills. 

Ike led me to a concrete “toenail 
trough” which was connected by pipe to 
the stock-watering tank. Young quail 
and doves can drink from the trough- 
without danger of drowning, for when 
the water is taken down to the depth of 
an inch, a comical but ingenious device 
automatically admits another inch, then 
shuts off the supply by means of a 
float valve. It works exactly like the 
big cattle tank across the fence, in 
whose shadow it lies. 

“Now here’s the quail roost you've 
read about,” Ike said as he took me on. 
It was a thick thatch of juniper brush 
piled atop a pipe frame welded to six- 
foot lengths of pipe that serve as its 
four legs. Ike explained that ground 
predators can’t climb the slippery pipes. 
And attack from the air—say the swoop 
of an owl at night—strikes no fear 
into the hearts of quail roosting in the 
“iron tree.” 

Later Eb McMillan told me why that 
is. Early one evening he was looking 
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adjustable headpiece permits beam to be 
‘aimed’. Carrying handles fold down. All 
steel! construction. 


On sale at all leading sporting 
goods, hardware, and cept. 
stores. Less batteries...... $3.95 


JUSTRITE mec. co. 


hicago 14, Ill 








| an hour. 








NEW MOSSBERG 
CATALOG 


To make your Christmas selection easy 


Complete lineup of rifles, 
shotguns, telescope sights 
and spotting scope, — all at 
low Mossberg prices-— each 
readily obtainable at your 
dealer's. 

Clip and fill in coupon 
mow so you'll have plenty- 
of time to pick a 


1 ©. F. MOSSBERG & SONS, INC. 

J 46012 St. John St., New Haven 5, Conn. 

i Send me without delay your new Christmas ! 

j cuales of Mossberg Firearms available at my | 
dealer's, 


Name. 





I Street. 
t City. (Zone) State 
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) think I’m _ prejudiced,” 
“go talk to the other fellows. 


| through his window when he saw an 


owl alight right on top of one of the 
brush shelters and stay there for nearly 
Curious about what was hap- 
pening, Eb went out with a flashlight 
and beamed it up into the roost’s under- 
side. The brush was fairly sagging 
with quail, each in its own little ‘“‘fox- 
hole” deep in the thorny juniper and 
completely beyond reach of the would- 
be killer. 

‘Some of the plots don’t have all 
these things,” Ike told me. “Occasion- 
ally we’ve just put up a shelter since 
food and water were aiready there. 
But in most cases, we’ve found this 
packaged plot for wildlife the best 
answer to our problems.” 


e looked at plots the rest of that 
day, and did we see game! We 
went 35 miles and saw 21 deer. innu- 


| merable cottontails, quail by the thou- 


sands, and enough doves to justify the 
Cholame club’s claim that the area of- 
fers the best dove hunting in the West. 

Early that evening Ike and I sat 
near a water hole for an hour, watch- 
ing the light fade. Mourning doves 
filled the air like bees every minute of 
that time. Over the crest of the hill 


| above us gray blurs came in with blind- 
| ing speed and plummeted to the water’s 


edge, like woodies dropping into a hole 
deep in the alders. 

At the near-by wildlife plot I counted 
11 cottontails in sight at one time. 
Quail were calling all over, and down 


| by the water hole they scurried back 


and forth as if hard-pressed for time 


|in which to fill their fat little bellies. 


“Look,’”’ Ike whispered, pointing. 


| Barely 200 yards from where we sat, a 


deer suddenly got up from its daytime 
bed under an oak and stood motionless, 
silhouetted against the dying sunset. 

Next morning Ike took me to Shan- 
don and showed me the brooders and 
the quail pen. Weeds and dust every- 
where mirrored long disuse. 

“This particular set-up just outlived 
its usefulness,”’ Ike said. “The brooders 
furnished us with wonderful seed stock, 
thanks to the help of the game de- 
partment, but now that we’re hunting on 
a sensible basis, we rely on our refuge 
areas to keep us supplied.” These refuge 
areas, I discovered, are centrally located 
blocks of land where hunting isn’t 
permitted at any time—not even by 
owners of the property, who accept 
the self-restriction with rare good hu- 
mor. 

The following day Ike sent me out 
to shift for myself. “So you won't 
he chuckled, 
I'll stay 
home.” 

Soon I was bouncing along a dirt 


| road with one of the local sportsmen. 


Suddenly a cloud of quail erupted in 
front of us. ‘‘Nice bunch of birds,’”’ my 
new friend said. ‘Must be a game plot 
near here.”’ 

Sure enough, there was a fenced area 
around the next bend. Four deer were 
drinking at the cattle trough. A crotch- 


horn nearly fell all over himself as he 


hastily made off for the next county, 
but the three does just trotted off 100 
yards and then turned to look at our 


car. One advanced a few feet and 
stamped. It was evident nobody had 
been jacking those deer. 

I got many confirmations from others 
in the area of Ike’s conviction that the 
program is working well. Clarke Hall, 
who operates 50,000 acres, summed 
up their sentiments. “Game had all 
but disappeared from our holdings,” 
he declared. “The little left was a 
nuisance because of the packs of quar- 
relsome hunters it attracted. But game 
is really on the way back now, and 
hunters are more than hunters—they’re 
sportsmen.” 

You might think that the game 
which concentrates at the plots would 
cause some owners of pump guns to 
yield to temptation. But hunting 
around those areas not only is frowned 
on, it is grounds for dismissal from 
the association. That’s the last thing 
anyone in the group wants, I quickly 
learned, after talking with members 
who hitched up their suspenders pride- 





Editor’s note: The 
twenty-ninth 
OUTDOOR LIFE 
Conservation 
Award, consisting 
of this handsome 
bronze and ma- 
hogany plaque 
and $100 in cash, 
goes to the Cho- 
lame Township 
Sportsmen’s 
Association for 
the outstanding work described in this 
article. 

Any person or organization engaged 
in activities that give dynamic meaning 
to America’s Conservation Pledge is 
eligible for OUTDOOR LIFE’s Award. Au- 
thors submitting acceptable articles de- 
scribing such projects, written in lively, 
readable fashion, will be paid at our 
regular rates. 





fully when they told me of their rights 
to enjoy the vast acreage. 

Each fall, to make sure the group’s 
few restrictions are honored, the asso- 
ciation hires Ed Smith, who’s lived in 
the valley since 1885, to keep the game 
records and make sure which members 
have tke right to hunt that year. Ed has 
a deputy’s badge, but he’s had no call to 
use it. For anyone who hunts in the 
area must, in the past year, have 
performed at least one day’s work 
improving game _ conditions—building 
guzzlers, setting up roosts, working on 
plots, or planting shrubs, perhaps. The 
association’s work slogan is most fit- 
ting: ‘We don’t want the money, we 
want the MAN.” 

“What does it cost to join the as- 
sociation?” I asked Ike, thinking of 
certain gilt-edged operations I’ve 
known. 

“Two dollars a year.” 

I did some quick figuring. “That’s 
less than $1 per 100,000 acres for hunt- 
ing privileges.” 

“Right,” Ike told me. He explained 
that the association issues permits to 








its members—148 at last accounts— 
only as a sort of registration, because 
it has to know who’s on the land. The 
group assumes responsibility to land- 
owners for damages, and it can’t take 
chances on people it doesn’t know. 

“But membership is open,” he went 
on. “It’s open to anyone who wants to 
share the work as well as the benefits.” 

Toward the end of my visit to 
Cholame, I was treated to the breath- 
taking sight of a covey that must have 
contained over 800 quail. After that, I 
felt, anything else would be anticli- 
mactic. But I was mistaken. 

After breakfast on my last day, Ike 
led me to the corral and began saddling 
the horses. He’d been saving the best 
until last, he said with promise. in his 
voice. 

Two hours later we reached the 
highest point in the vicinity, and turned 
to look out over the valley. We could 
see maybe 40 miles. Ike pointed out to 
me, one by one, the places we’d visited 
during the week. 

“Tt’s a lot of room, Ike,” I said. 

“Yes,” he echoed softly. “A lot of 
room for sportsmen, but no room at all 
for game hogs.” 
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---S0 handsome! 


You'll make him the happiest “guy” in the 
world with a luxurious, 100% wool WOOLRICH 
SHIRT. Beautifully tailored! Butter Soft! Rich 
Reds, Greens, Blues, Grays*"— in plaids, checks, 
Scotch Tartans. Pre-shrunk! Colorfast. Weights 
and styles for every wear! At leading stores. 


IF HE OR SHE HUNTS — ALL RED HUNTING OUTFITS! 


Xmas Gift supreme! Husky, warm, 100% wool 
Hunting Coats, Jackets . . . Pants to match in 
bright ‘Safety-First’ scarlet or rich red and 
black plaid. Made with old fashioned caree 
Closer woven fabric that says “keep out” to 
the sharpest winter blasts. Styles for men — 


At daylight next morning, after I’d 
thanked Mrs. McMillan and her be- 
witching little blonde daughter Barbara, 
for their wonderful hospitality, Ike and 
I leaned our elbows on the top board of 
the dog pen near the driveway. A 
handsome two-year-old pointer named 
Lem II begged to get out. 

“He’s going to be even greater than 
his pa,” Ike beamed. ‘And we no longer 
feei we have to hunt with just a camera. 
Come back next fall and I’ll show you 
some real sport.”’ 

I haven’t made it—yet. But I hope 
to do so someday, for I regard my 
promise to return as sort of a personal 
charter for Cholame, where sportsmen 
claim a bird in the bush is worth two in 
the hand and have proof that they’re 
right. THE END 


Shooting "Em Quick 


had a lot of luck and shot many 

doves last season, but I didn’t knock 
down all I shot at by any means. I 
noticed that if a dove sneaked in from 
a blind angle and was on top of me be- 
fore I knew it, I almost always hit him 
because I had to shoot fast or not at all. 

Birds I missed were the easy ones— 
the ones I’d seen coming and could take 
my time on. 

In skeet it’s routine for run-of-the- 
mine good shots to miss a bird or two 
on the singles and then break all the 
doubles. Beginners almost always do 
better on doubles than on singles. When 
I get past the singles without dropping 
one I know the tough part is over. 

How come these difficult shots are 
the easiest? Simple. The more time a 
man has, the more likely he is to slow 
or stop his swing. If all shotgunners 
would make themselves shoot the in- 
stant the rapidly swinging muzzle looks 
right in relation to the target, they’d 
do a lot better. And I wish I could 
make myself take large doses of my 
own medicine, since getting poky is 
the big reason I miss.—J.O’C. 








women 


MEN! 


Tear out this Ad .. 
Place it where the 
“little lady” is 
sure to find it! 


QUALITY OUTDOOR 


WOOLRICH WOOLEN 


WEAR FOR 


— young fry. At leading stores. 
GET FREE CATALOG 
Dozens of practical gifts in 100% 
wool Outdoor Apparel. Coats, 
Mackinaws, Jackets, Vests, Pants, 
Socks, Caps, Gloves. Write Dept. B 


124 YEARS 


MILLS, Woolrich, Pa. 








Now..Learn to Shoot Doubles 





MELCO Double HA?’ D TRAP 
one or two standard clay targets right 
or Jeft handed. If your dealer can’t 


Learn to shoot by shooting ! Here's a 5 60 
4 PosT 
supply you, send check or money order. ad 


hand trap which permits you to throw 
MELCO WOOD PRODUCTS + GENEVA 2. N. Y. 











ANTIQUE GUNS, EDGED WEAPONS, SWORD & 
SHOOTING CANES for sale in 172 page catalg- 
reference book, PHOTO-ILLUSTRATED, completely |4) 
described, priced. PLUS important data. Y 
Send $1. (refunded with 1st purcha:e) 


the Museum of Historical Arms {i 
DEPT. V 945 LINCOLN ROAD, MIAMI BEACH, FLA. 


Corrected by 
NON-CONFINING 
MILD GENTLE 
Soothing Method 


Piles, Fistula, Rectal Abcess and other Colon 
or Rectal conditions are serious disorders that 
if treated in time can be promptly corrected. 
Neglect may lead to incurable conditions. 

A new FREE Book has just been published by 
the Excelsior Institute that explains how their 
modern, non-confining, mild, gentle, soothing 
methods of treatment may bring you quic, 
relief from nagging burning pain so that you 
may again work, live, play and enjoy life in 
the manner you desire. 

The treatments used at Excelsior Institute 
are so certain that a Lifetime Certificate of 
Assurance is given. Write today for this New 
WREE Illustrated Book. There is no obliga- 
tion Address Excelsior Institute, Dept 
Excelsior Springs, Mo 
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7 Pachmayr 


LO-SWING 


SCOPE MOUNT 


Scope SWINGS Aside 
INSTANTLY for use 
of iron sights 


Sets scope 
LOW in 
Position 





$20 


ALL MODELS 


Makes your rifle doubly effective by pre- 
cise mounting of scope yet allows instant use of 
open sights by swinging scope to sid>. No motter 
where you hunt, you have twice the chance to 
get game. Fits all hunting rifies and riflescopes. 

Write for tree folder. 


Pachmayr 
Gun Works, inc. 


1220 Sevth Grand Ave. 
los Angeles 15, Calif, 
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ANGLING 


CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS FOR 
FISHERMEN 


RAY BERGMAN 


anufacturers have offered so 
M many new items for anglers— 

tackle and gadgets—since the 
end of wartime shortages that Christ- 
mas shopping for fishermen is mainly 
a problem of selection. It’s inconceiv- 
able that any angler already ‘has 
everything.” 

The two things that have caused the 
biggest flurry in recent years are 
spinning reels and glass rods. Both 
have already made a mighty impact on 
anglers, including the legions of people 
who are new to fishing, and new models 
of both products are still appearing on 
the market. 

When I bought my first spinning 
reel, there was no question about my 
choice. It was the only brand available 
in the U.S. Now there are so many 
imported and domestic spinning reels 
that its quite a job to pick and choose. 

A spinning reel is an especially ap- 
propriate gift for a beginning angler. 
Spinning is probably easier to learn 
than any other method of casting. It 
hasn’t made other methods obsolete, as 
some spinning fans might claim, but it’s 
a new and effective way to do many 
kinds of fishing. And a lot of anglers 
who grew up with conventional bait- 
casting or fly-casting tackle become 
as enthusiastic about spinning as the 
beginners who know no other system. ' 
Anybody who hasn’t got a spinning rig 
is likely to get a kick out of one. 

If you’re not a good judge of work- 
manship in mechanical things, price 
is perhaps the best guide in buying a 
spinning reel. They range from some- 
thing like $5 up to $30 or more, and 
you naturally can’t expect a reel made 
to sell for five bucks to be as well made 
as one priced at $12.50. If you know 
your dealer and the reputation of the 
manufacturer, those are both sound 
guides, but that’s not always the case 
with a first-time buyer. 
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There’s no question about glass rods 
being here to stay. Split-bamboo rods 
can’t compete with the newer glass 
ones in the same price range. Bamboo, 
however, still holds first place among 
those anglers who want a particular 
action or who put an aesthetic value on 
the craftsmanship in a fine rod of split 
bamboo. I’m a sentimentalist about 
bamboo myself. I’d rather pay $85 for a 
perfect split-bamboo than $50 for a 
super glass rod, but comparing a $25 
bamboo with a glass rod at the same 
price, I’d take the glass. You can get a 
good glass rod for a price that would 
buy nothing but dissatisfaction in bam- 
boo. 

You'll naturally think of things like 
creels, landing nets, and tackle boxes 





as presents for fishermen, but how 
about a fishing barometer? There’s a 
well-established connection between ba- 
rometer readings and the activities of 
fish. I wouldn't endaise any inflexible 
rule about that—exc¢pt, perhaps, to go 
fishing whenever you can, regardless of 
the barometer-——-but bs.rometer readings 
are helpful guides. 


ish are inclined to go deep on a low 

barometer reading and to range in 
shallower water with high readings. 
If you record both the barometer read- 
ings and the depth at which you 
locate fish on every trip, you’re going to 
come up with some conclusions that 
will add extra fish to your creel. And 
there’s good reason for the persistent 
theory that fishing is wonderful when 
the barometer is rising, good on a 
steady high reading, and increasingly 
poor as the barometer falls. Though 
you can actually catch fish during all 
those times, if you hit on the rignt 
system, the fishing may follow the 
barometer in just that way. 

A thermometer is another useful 
instrument. Trout, for example, shun 
very warm water. The temperature 
of good trout water will vary, of course, 
because oxygen content and other 
matters enter in, but a thermometer 
reading alone gets you started. You 
can also make some interesting de- 
ductions about combinations of water 
temperature and barometer reading, 
relating them to good or bad fishing. 
No matter how far you wish to go 
into such matters, fussing with the 
gadgets is worth your time if it does 
nothing more than furnish a line of 
scientific alibis for bum luck. 

And how about lures as Christmas 
gifts? Few anglers ever have as many 
flies, plugs, or spoons as they need—or 
think they need—and there’s a new 
“fish killer’ marketed nearly every 
day. Some manufacturers hint rather 
broadly that they have developed the 
one infallible artificial. Well, just let 
me say that I’ve never been able to get 
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such happy results with any one lure 
in all my long years of experience. But 
any new lure will catch a lot of fisher- 
men. Some of them will catch quite a 
few fish. And they all make good gifts. 

In buying an assortment of lures, 
the practical thing to do is to select 
different ones for different purposes. 
Each angler should have a few that 
work well on the surface, others for 
medium depth, and a third group for 
work along the bottom. Some lures 
are designed for slow fishing; others 
are shaped to work fast. It helps to 
have each basic type in a variety of 
colors. So buy lures with the idea of 
getting an assortment that will cover 
a lot of different situations, selecting 
each one for its special charm instead 
of depending on sure-fire models that 
are supposed to catch fish anytime 
they’re dropped in the water. 


eee much-discussed angling item 
is scent bait. Using some kind of 
odorous preparation to attract and 
catch catfish or carp is an old story, 
but the new idea is that gamefish such 
as bass and trout also go for baits and 
lures anointed with “fish-gettin’ ”’ 
scents. According to the claims, you 
put a drop or so of the special scent 
on worm, minnow, or bass plug and, 
presto, it has added allure for fish. 
One manufacturer suggests soaking 
pork-rind baits in the scent and attach- 
ing them to spoons and plugs. 

And who knows? It seems certain 
that catfish locate far more food by 
smell than they do by sight. And 
perhaps a lot of gamefish rely enough 
on smell that scented baits and lures 
would increase our catches. There’s 
substantial evidence that they do— 
certainly enough that a fishing friend 
of inquisitive nature should be in- 
terested in experimenting with a gift 
bottle. 

Another manufacturer is approaching 
the scent business from the other side. 
His product is a soap paste that de- 
odorizes anglers. He’s acting on the 
claims that some scientists have made 
that the human odor a _ fisherman 
spreads through the water while wad- 
ing—or just by handling his baits and 
lures—frightens fish. A washing with 
this soap supposedly makes an angler 
and his tackle more acceptable to fish. 
And this seems to be true to some 
extent. Anyway, I'll bet that some of 
the fishermen on your gift list would 
appreciate being given a supply of this 
deodorant. 

There’s also a prepared cheese bait 
that’s interesting. The claims for the 
product are strong and convincing. 
My own experiments with it and some 
of the other products I’ve mentioned 
are inconclusive. I’d want more time 
to be sure. Maybe it would be best to 
use the soap before touching the cheese 
bait. Then perhaps a dash of bottled 
scent to give extra appeal to the cheese. 
See how it goes? An angler who “al- 
ready has everything”’ just hasn’t been 
shopping. 

How about a line-spooler, a new gad- 
get for putting lines on spinning reels 
without twisting the lines? There’s 
one for sale, and it works. A spinning 





Lhe easy way 
to make 








Here are Kodak’s 
two fine magazine cameras— 


For extra-low film cost—choose 

the Cine-Kodak Magazine 8 Camera, 
$149.50. For extra-large movies— 
choose the 16mm. Cine-Kodak 
Royal Magazine Camera, $169.50. 
They’re the easiest-to-use, most 
dependable movie makers ever. 





It loads in 3 seconds! 


Drop factory-loaded film magazine 
into camera . . . close the cover— 
and shoot! Switch magazines (from 
black-and-white to color) in middle 
of reel—in broad daylight. Film 
can’t become light-struck. 


You get Kodak “extras” 
in each camera— 


Fast f/1.9 lens—enough speed 
for most light conditions. Real 
close-ups—focus down to inches. 
Slow motion, too—icdeal for fast- 
action subjects. Little winding— 
gives l-o-n-g action scenes. Takes 
auxiliary lenses—wide-angle to 
telephotos. See your Kodek 
dealer for easy terms. 


Prices include Federal Tax and are subject 
to change without notice. 


Eastman Kodak Company 
Rochester 4, N. Y. 











Perfect as a Gift! Great for Yourself! 
The BLACK WATCH TWIN SET 


A Matched Pair of 


SOLID BLACK GLASS 
Fishing Rods! 













(Slightly higher on West Coast) 
Less than what you'd expect 
to pay for one rod! 


Designed for peak snap and balance, you'll find superior construc- 
tion in every inch of this 5 ft. Casting Rod and 6 ft. Spinning Rod. 
Each has its own solid black glass blade with colorful nylon-wrapped, 
stainless steel guides and top. Casting handle is die-cast aluminum, 
chuck design, highly polished; both have genuine cork grips. Complete 
with cloth carrying bags, packed in handsome black gift box,it’s _() 

the ideal gift for a new fisherman—an eye-catching sddivion SO 
to the veteran’s collection! Sold at Sport stores and counters. 


Or write ay 
PREMAX PRODUCTS 


Division Chisholm-Ryder Co., Inc. 


5560 Highland Ave., Niagara Falls, New York 
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In its festive holiday carton, traditional 
Myers’s Jamaica Rum is always a heart- 
warming gift idea. It’s always right-bodied, 
too—not too heavy; not too light! 


myerss aim 


97 Proof 


For FREE rum recipe booklet, write to Dept. K, 
R. U. Delapenha & Co., Inc., 655 Madison Ave., 
New York, N. Y., U. S. Distributors 








Under the Beauty... 


STRENGTH OF STEEL 


UNBREAKABLE 
TOOLS 


HEAD CAN'T FLY OFF! No more bother with. 
loose or splintered handles. Estwing Unbreakable 
Tools are forged in one piece from tough tool 
steel... no welds or joints. You'll like the gen- 
vine leather grip proven most comfortable and 
durable. 

INDIVIDUALLY 

GIFT BOXED 


Hammer $3.65 
Belt Axe $4.50 


AT ALL LEADING 
HARDWARE STORES 
Write for FREE catalog 
ESTWING MFG. CO. DEPT. ON -:- ROCKFORD, ILL. 
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enthusiast who does a lot of line chang- 
ing might like one. 

‘And most fishermen need one of the 
scales-and-ruler gadgets worse than 
they know. These compact, inexpensive 
measuring-and-weighing devices make 
it tough to compete with anglers who 
prefer to estimate the size of their fish. 
(I have to admit that few of us anglers 
are given to understatement.) Still, 
such a gadget should be in every fisher- 
man’s tackle box, particularly when 
fishing waters where legal limits are 
determined by size and weight. 

Or consider the plight of a fishing 
partner who has trouble keeping his 
balance while wading. A felt sole at- 
tached to boots or waders is about the 
best nonskid device available for stream 
wading. And a kit now retailing for 
$5 has everything needed to put felt 
bottoms on slick-soled boots or waders 
—the felt soles, materials for fastening 
them on, and complete instructions. 

Any one of the new “cooler’’ boxes 
now offered by retailers would interest 
a fellow angler. They’re insulated 
containers cooled with ice or chemicals, 
and a fisherman has use for them com- 
ing and going. They’ll keep perishable 
foods and supplies on the outbound leg 
of your trip; coming home, they’re ideal 
for packing fresh fish. 

One of the “breather” minnow 
buckets made of paper does a similar 


job. It keeps bait minnows lively on 
the way to fishing waters and will 
hold ice to protect your catch on the 
return trip. Particularly with delicate 
fish like trout, this kind of icing treat- 
ment suits me better than having my 
catch frozen solid. Freezing, in my 
opinion, kills the flavor of fresh trout. 
Ice keeps them perfectly. However, 
that’s not so with strong or mud-fla- 
vored fish, which may be improved by 
freezing. 

Even the matter of transporting 
worms from home to fishing site has 
inspired a new product. It’s a porous 
container made of what you might call 
“breathing” cork, and comes filled with 
moss. Worms, hellgrammites, or grubs 
will keep for hours in hot weather in 
one of these. 

You can also buy a special hook- 
sharpening gadget which, considering 
the dull hooks found on so many brand- 
new lures, is an item anglers need. 
And stores are full of small hook hones 
handy for sharpening knives. 

Yes, there’s pienty to choose from 
when you go Christmas-shopping to 
find a gift for an angler. Your only 
problem will be to pick out something 
suited to your man’s tishing habits 
and needs. And there’s no better way 
to say “Merry Christmas” than with 
a gift that will add to his enjoyment 
of his tavorite sport.—way bergman. 





STAY ON TOP 


(continued from page 55) 


fly across the surface, or by dabbling 
it from banks, or by several other 
methods. But none of them is regular 
dry-fly practice. 

One spot where a dry fiy does not 
have to be floating dead center is in 
the eddy back of a protruding rock. 
Ordinarily, in such an eddy a natural 
does not float but is pulled and whirled 
by the varying currents. For this rea- 
son, the monster trout that may be 
lurking there will not be alarmed by a 
fly that isn’t floating free. Those big 
ones know they’ve got to get their food 
in a hurry or the current will whisk it 
away. But even in such a spot you can 
get a foot or two of float by wading in 
close and casting a very short line, 12 
to 20 feet, then holding the rod as high 
as you can, so that the line is entirely 
clear of the water and only the leader 
and fly are on the surface. That way 
you get the foot or so of good float that 
is usually sufficient for a strike. 

The same technique will pay off at 
the head of a pool. Cast across the 
fast water where the current is pouring 
in hard, holding your arms high, the 
rod in one hand and the line in the 
other. If the current is very heavy, you 
can often obtain a decent float this 
way, although the S-cast of a mended 
line would be bellied out of there in a 


| hurry. A line handled this way is free 


of the water and the dry fly will float 
naturally. 

A beginner should keep his eyes 
going the entire time he is on the 
stream. The quickest way of getting 


onto trout habits is to watch them 
feeding. In a clear stream you can get 
a close-up view of how they take a fly. 
On their feeding stations they gener- 
ally seem to see the fly as it comes 
down the current, about four feet above 
them in the deeper waters. Then as it 
comes nearer tney rise a bit higher to 
meet it and as it comes over them they 
drift back right under it and suck it in. 

When trout are not at their feeding 
stations working on a hatch. but are 
after minnows, they cruise around, 
usually working the still, shallow 
water. They spend a lot of time cover- 
ing the tail uf the pool where the water 
thins off. In such spots you can often 
see the flash of their bodies as they 
nose into the gravel for nymphs or 
probe the aquatic grasses for shrimp. 
Occasionally they may seem to be tak- 
ing dry flies on the surface, but care- 
ful study will show that they are tak- 
ing nymphs just before they reach the 
top and emerge as flies. The turn of 
the trout’s body, as he takes, pushes up 
the water in a bulge that looks like the 
disturbance made by a rise for a fly. 
However, it may be readily recognized 
after a little experience. 

Most trouters fish far too rapidly—a 
few casts in one pool and they’re off to 
the next. Small pools, say 50 feet long 
and 40 feet across, don’t take too long 
to cover, but some of the larger ones, 
100 to 200 yards long, call for a couple 
of hours fishing to work them properly. 
Many times, especially when fish are 
rising, I’ve taken three hours to fish a 
pool 400 feet long and 60 feet across. 
And I’ve had action all the time. 

I like to cast up and across the 
stream, starting with the first cast 





A Great Xmas Gift! 


BAIT CANTEEN 
keeps baif full of 


fish-getting pep! 


Keeps worms, crawlers, crabs, hell- 
grammites, crickets, frogs, fresh 
and full of fish-getting action. 


Patented double 
wall fibre board 
with green baked- 
enamel! steel fram- 
ing. Light weight, 
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A Beautiful Distinctive Gift 


LUHR’S SPIN PACK #101 


Pocket size, waterproof plastic case with 12 world fa- 
mous Luhr Jensen spinning lures. Felt lined with foam 
rubber cushion in lid to hold lures in place—steel 
hinges. Ideal for carry- 
ing 3-pronged hook lures 
—beavtiful, practical 


and durable. $9.95 


Complete 
At dealers or send check 
or money order direct. 
Immediate delivery 


LUHR JENSEN 
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Hood River 1, Oregon 











GET THIS FAMOUS 
FILSON CRUISING COAT 


Long-wearing, comfortable! 
Thru Your Local Dealer 





For a complete description 
write to C. C. FILSON CO. 
Maritime Bidg., Seattle 4, Wash. 

Since 1897 
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RUPTURED 


BE FREE FROM TRUSS SLAVERY 
NOW there is a new modern Non-Surgical treatment 
that permanently corrects rupture. These Non-Sur- 
gical treatments are so certain, that a Lifetime Certi- 
ficate of Assurance is given. Write today for our New 
FREE Book that gives facts that may save you pain- 
ful and expensive surgery, and tells how non-surgi- 
cally you may again work, live, Play and love and en- 

here is no obligation. 


iy life in the manner you desire. 
celsior Hernia Clinic Dept. 2005 Excelsior Springs, Mo. 





NEW FISHING SECRETS 


Expert advice on every type of | 


fishing. How to use natural baits 


and artificial lures. Hundreds of | 


hints for catching trout, salmon, 
bass, panfish and many others. 
Fully illustrated. 96 pages. Only 
35c. Address Dept. 1254. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
353 FourthAve., New York10,N. Y. 





20” TROUT 


Many have been taken on our 134 oz. bamboo fiy 
rods. This paradox is accomplished with our mas- 
terpiece of design, the MIDGE. A detailed de- 
scription—along with our 28 other hand crafted 
Tonkin Cane fly and spinning rods for trout, sal- 
mon, bonefish, tarpon, etc. plus Hardy reels, 
leaders and other qual- 


ity tackle and fly tying | 
material is inc. in our mele Ft. Vours 
1955 catalog for 10c 


8065-2 Grand River Ave., Detroit 4, Michigan 





| stream from the fish, let the line fall 


| get over the fish O.K.,” 
| strike and keep your rod high, and you 
can probably skid him across the sur- 





straight up about 40 feet. I make a 
couple of casts, then put the next 
throw two feet over to the right, con- 
tinuing the procedure until I have cov- 
ered all the water I can reach com- 
fortably and with accuracy. As the 
series of casts moves across the pool, I | 
shorten the line to avoid drag, and I} 
wind up that series when the cast is | 
directly across the stream from me. | 
Then I move upstream and begin the 
next series of casts at a point just be- 
low where the previous series had 
started. It’s the reverse of the wet-fly 
method of downstream drops used in 
Atlantic salmon fishing. [In other 
words, when trout fishing with a dry 
fly, I like to drop upstream. 

There are many small do’s and don’ts 
that may make a difference in a day’s 
take with a dry fly. Most dry-fly men 
don’t get close enough to the fish. 
They try for long casts and end up 
with a long line that puts the fly be- | 
yond true control. Careful wading is | 
an important part of dry-fly fishing. | 





Get close to the fish and keep the cast | 
as short as possible. 

Another error which many anglers | 
make is to lift the fly too soon after it | 
has gone over a trout that did not | 
take. Ripping the line off the surface 
right in back of him will shoo him 
away for good, and you might as well 
go on to the next pool and find a new | 
fish to work on. The fly should be al- | 
lowed to float at least six feet down- 
stream from the fish, then retrieved 
carefully, well in toward you, before 
being lifted for the next cast. With the | 
fly still coming your way, a lift of the | 
arm will pull the fly line quietly off the 
surface, and then a snap of the wrist | 
will shoot line, leader, and fly noiseless- 
ly up into the air. 

The dry fly is the ideal way to fish a 
grassy stream where’ watercress 
grows along the banks and matted 
grass floats in patches on the surface. 

One day I came upon young Dick 
DePuy as I was fishing that kind of a 
stream. Three feet out from the far 
bank a nice trout was working. 

“Take him,’ I said to Dick. 

“I’d catch on the grass,” said Dick. 
“This wet fly sinks fast.” 

“Try a dry,” I suggested. 

“Hov; about that grass?’’ He pointed 
to a uttle island of it. 

“Drop the fly a couple of feet up- 





on the floating grass, and you should 
I said. “Then 


face and in.” 


t worked that way. That 10-inch 

brownie took on the first float and 
when Dick struck, the line jumped up 
from the grass. Holding the rod high, 
Dick pulled the struggling trout along 
the top to his net. 

“Now you try one,” said Dick. 
“There’s another one rising just above 
where I took this one.”’ 

I waded into the water and dipped 
the dry fly in a solution to make it float 
high and dry. Then I made a couple of 
false casts and dropped the fly on the 
surface a couple of times just a few 
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Baits with Personality 


it's smort—it's practical too to get the ‘‘Best 
by Test’’ and the BAIT OF THE MONTH CLUB 
offers pre-tested lures to its members. 


Selected by Experts 


These baits, selected by fishing authorities in 
various parts of the United States, assure you, 
on the club plan, pre-tested, high quality arti- 
ficial tures. The week-end angler or the dyed- 
in-the-wool expert—they all agree that Bait of 
the Month Club approved lures are designed to 
“catch the big one that got away.'' 


Bait of the Month is Unique 


in that it offers ao brand new quality bait each 
and every month. Whether you ore interested in 
surf, loke, stream, or pool fishing—you'll get o 
lure that has the approval! of experts—ond at a 
very low cost too 


IT’S EASY TO BE A MEMBER 


It is easy to be a member—you can join per- 
sonally or make a gift membership for a friend 
or relative for only $3.50 for 3 months, $6.00 
for 6 months—or get a new bait sent to you 
each month of the year for only $10.00. The 
10th of each month you will be sent by mail, 
beautifully packaged, a tested Bait of the Month 
Club approved lure. One month the selection 
Board may decide on a ‘‘Wiggler’’ for quiet 
pools, of a ‘‘frisky minnow'’ for quick action 
in streams, deep rivers or lokes—but whatever 
the choice of the experts may be—you are assured 
of a “bait of distinction." In addition, Bait of 
the Month Club Members will be sent a special 
free bulletin telling where the fishing is best— 
and why they are biting from Maine to Coli- 
fornia; from the Northern lake districts to the 


warm waters of the Gulf. 
BAIT 


These timely tips and worthwhile 
information comes in from club 
members—then it is catagorized, oF - THE 
printed and sent to you—so you 

con make the most out of your A) 
Bait of the Month. 

THE BAIT OF THE MONTH 
CLUB GUARANTEES the lure 
against faulty manufacture 
or breakage in mailing. If 
you are not satisfied that 
these baits are top qual- 
ity and of fine texture 
you can return the bait 
and your money will be 
refunded—but you keep 
the Bonus Bait — it's 
yours free — without 
charge or obligation. 
How is this Amaz- 
ing Offer Possible? 
First, because the 
club plan allows 
volume buying—<ut- 
ting cost. Second, 
the experts are Bait 
of the Month Club 
members themselves, 
giving their experi- 
ence and knowledge 
for free. Third, by 
offering these test- 
ed lures direct to 
the members, distri- 
bution costs are cut 

to the bone — the 
savings are passed 
on to the individual 
members. 


CLUB 
Se 


Free 


SS 


(Bonus Bait 


BAIT OF THE MONTH CLUB 
Box $4158, AUSTIN, TEXAS 
1 want to join the Club this month, for 
0 3 months at $3.50 
0 6 months at $6.00 [] 12 months $10.00 
Enclosed is my check [) Bill me 1 


1 understand that | will be sent the Famous 
Frogleg Lure FREE as a Bonus Bait. 


Name 





(PLEASE PRINT) 
Address 





City 














MEN OVER 40! 


Do you feel run-down on the job or at home? 
Muscle tone gone? Nervous? Don’t let it get you 
down! Whether it is due to a sub-clinical defi- 
ciency or the lack of rich red blood, science 
has the answer for BOTH! Fortify your diet! 
Dr Burkard M.D. gives you miraculous VITERONE 
capsules (crystalline B12, plus vital nutritive 
elements) used by thousands of satisfied men 
all over the WORLD. Yours to try for less than 
they ever cost before! 
Rushed in confidentia! wrapper 


SPECIAL OFFER! 


s of 
sets 


To pureha 
50 Caps 


VITERONE 


ryital elemen 

Rec 

MONEY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED 

Send $5 for the combination NOW! 

Cash () M.0.0 Check 1) C.0.0.0 
| prefer 100 VITERONE capsules at $8 () 

DR. BURKARD LABORATORIES - Lab. OL-24 

3006 Olympic Station, Beverly Hills, Calif. 

















World’s Most oe 


Nearly 100 Pages 
Thousands of Sports Items! 


. . ! 
Amazing Bargains! 
No other catalog like it! 
You'll discover sports equip- 
ment here you can't buy 
anywhere else—bargains fa- 
lore—famous name merchan- 
dise. For fishermen, hunters. 
campers, sportsmen, athletes. 
Ready for mailing Feb. 1 


WRITE TODAY! 
GATEWAY SPORTING e000 co. 
Dept. OA 1321 Main St. Kansas City 6, Mo. 





$2.75 fre’ FIT-U-CREEPERS 
for walking on Ice by Fishermen, 
Hunters & Hikers. 


Are adjustable to 
fit any size men's 
footwear. Ask for 
circular showing 
our full line of 
creepers. Special 
size for ladies. 


STAATSBURG TOOL CORP., Dept.C, Staatsburg, N.Y. 
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Chup overs 


Here’s rugged protection 
with amazing new lightness! 
You'll take the rougher terrain 

in stride with “ORIGINAL” 
Chippewa’s thick crepe 

sole and heel, and its special 
sturdy construction with 
extra comfort built in. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


feet out from me, well away from 
where the fish was rising. 

“Why are you doing that?” asked 
Dick. 

“When the fly first hits the water,” I 
explained, “the dressing on it puts a 
fine film on the surface of the water, 
and in such clear, still water as this, 
the fish are apt to notice it and shy off. 
It’s small things like that that may 
mean the difference in taking or not 
taking a fish out of a tough spot.” 


Mx anglers fish a difficult stream 
as if they were afraid, stacking 
the cards against themselves before 
they even start. They snatch the fly 
out of every danger spot, not realizing 
that the biggest trout of all may have 
chosen that very spot as a safe one. 
For instance, when fishing the water 
along a log jam, you may think that 
| the fly is about to float down and catch 
on the logs or brush. But look closer— 
| you'll see the water lapping out from 
the logs, cushioning the fly so that it 
doesn’t catch, and taking it safely 
along the edge. And it’s right along 
that edge that the lunkers lurk. If 
you're afraid of those logs, you'll whip 
| the line out of there, miss the chance of 
a strike, and probably scare the spots 
off all the trout down there. 

The greatest delight of the dry-fly 
man is trying to take fish under diffi- 
cult conditions. He thinks and figures 
and schemes. He takes advantage of 
weather, the time of day, the light. 

Once, just at dusk, Len Kinkie came 
up to me where I was fishing near 
Twin Bridges, Montana. “Can’t see a 
thing any more,” he said. ‘“‘Guess we 
might as well quit, but I hate to leave 
when they’re hitting so well.” 

I looked over my shoulder at the 
western sky where there was a faint 
glow. “It’s still light,” I insisted. 

I dug into my vest for my 39-cent 
magnifying glass. Even with that it 
was hard to tie on the fly, but by hold- 
ing it up against the sky I made it ina 
couple of jabs. 

“You can’t see the fly on the water, 
anyway,” said Len. 

“Let's cross over to the other side,” 
I said. “Then I'll show you. We'll cast 
against the light. We can get in an- 
| other half hour yet.”’ 

We raoved into a pool on the other 
side, and sure enough, when we cast, 
our flies showed up plainly, silhouetted 
against the fading light as long as 
there was a glow in the sky. We each 
took a couple of fish before dark. 

‘When you fish a wet fly, you usuallv 
fish by your knowledge of where the 
| fish may lie. But with a dry, you go by 
| the signals the fish send as they eat or 
swim. One of the most exciting times 








to use a dry fly is when a big one is. 


|rising with a mighty “Bluumph!” It 
makes you jumpy and tense, gives you 
the willies in a pleasant sort of way. 

I remember fishing a bit of slick 
water near Livingston, Montana. 
Water cress grew along the far side, 
and in the center of the stream long 
tendrils of grass waved in the slow cur- 
rent. The water looked dark and fishy. 
| I was just getting set to cast when 
ja trout slurped in a fly with a sound 





like a bullfrog with a broken bellows. 
“Bluuuummm-uuk!” was approximate- 
ly what he said. 

Goose flesh as big as golf balls broke 
out on me, and I swiveled around to 
see where that monster had risen. I 
couldn’t see a sign. 

Then it came again. “Bluuuummm— 
uuk!” 

This time I jumped a foot, settled 
back in my waders, and put my glasses 
on. But I still couldn’t see where he 
was just then, another angler appeared 
on the bank. 

“Any luck?” he asked. 

“Some little ones,” I said. 
about you?” 

He opened his mouth to answer, but 
then that fish got into the act. It went 
“Bluuumm-uuk!” again. 

The other fisherman and I both 
jumped in our boots, and this time we 
saw where he was. That big boy was 
back of some grass, over near the far 
bank. 

“What was that?” said the other 
guy, as if he didn’t know. 

“A whale of a trout,” I managed to 
gasp. ‘And what a place he’s in!” 

I walked downstream a good dis- 
tance and waded across to the other 
bank, then made my way upstream 
again, still on shore, till I was 40 feet 
below him. While I was casing the 
place, he came up again, smack against 
some floating grass. There were only 
two feet of clear water above him, and 
the channel back of the grass wasn’t 
more than a couple of feet wide. If I 
got a foot of float in there, I’d be lucky. 
The first cast would have to be good. 
Well, miracles do happen, I thought, 
and started false-casting. 

I shot the fly out, watched it hit, and 
grinned. It started a perfect float over 
that fish. And then he had it! 

I felt him, pulled back a trifle, then 
dropped the rod tip again as he busted 
out, throwing water and showing him- 
self a terrific fish, seven or eight 
pounds of rainbow. 

He fell right in the middle of that 
patch of grass and broke me off. 

Openmouthed and popeyed, I just 
stood there. Across from me, my visit- 
ing fisherman had the same expression. 
He finally got his lips together, waved 
feebly, turned, and went upstream. I 
could tell that his knees were shaking 
as much as mine. 

Still trying to settle my quivering 
nerves, I watched his departing back. 
I think we both might have broke and 
run if that fish had come up again and 
gone “Bluuuumm-uuk!” THE END 


“How 


Mouse-Bait for Trout 


n some of the low-altitude lakes in 

the Southwest, trout will not take 
flies. Anglers have discovered that in 
such places one of the popular cheese 
spreads will get more fish than salmon 
eggs, especially when the latter are 
hard. Seems that a hard salmon egg 
acts like a foil on the barb of the hook, 
enabling it to pull right out of the 
fish’s stomach. A gob of soft cheese, 
on the other hand, lets the barb push 
through and hook the trout as soon as 
it strikes.—Hi Sibley. 





BUTTONHOLING BELUGAS 


(continued from page 31) 


about 18 inches behind the blowhole,” 
Jim directed. The whale rolled, I fired, 
and a red spot appeared—just in front 
of the flukes. Again the whale rolled, 
and again I hit it—but not near the 
blowhole. 

The trouble was that the beluga 
rolled right after it surfaced, putting a 
good portion of the bulky body between 
me and the blowhole. Also, I was hold- 
ing the line with one hand and the re- 
volver in the other. As the whale sur- 
faced, the line would jerk, and I'd try 
to fire. Finally I held the line and Jim 
took the handgun. At his shot a red 
spot appeared just the right distance 
behind the blowhole and the beluga re- 
laxed, dead, with a bullet in its brain. 

We then towed it ashore where 
Whitey was waiting, and I had a chance 
to examine it closely. It was an aver- 
age-size female, completely white, 
without a single hair anywhere. Its 
eyes were small, and the ear openings 
practically microscopic. The teeth were 
peglike, and the mouth large. The 
flukes, of course, ran horizontally, and 
there were two flippers forward about 
where pectoral fins are found on most 
fish. The blowhole was about an inch in 
diameter and set well back on the head. 
Streamlined in shape, the animal ob- 
viously depends almost entirely on the 
flukes for its swimming power. The two 
flippers are used mainly as elevators. 

From the tip of the snout to the 
notch in the tail the whale measured 
10 feet 2 inches. The tail was 28 inches 
from tip to tip, and we estimated the 
beluga’s weight, by comparison with 
full-grown bull moose we had killed 
and weighed, at not less than 1,000 
pounds. I guess it was small as whales 
go, but it looked plenty big to me. 

The harpoon had penetrated 18 inches 
on the right side of the spine, just 
puncturing the right lung. We had to 
chop it out with an ax, and the soft 
metal shaft had been tent almost 90° 
by the tremendous force of the animal 
swimming against the pull of the float. 

Jim and Whitey removed _ the 
stomach and opened it, finding nine 
adult salmon. We kept the liver and the 
loin for ourselves, and later turned the 
rest of the whale over to some local 
people for food. 

For the time being we left the car- 
cass where it was and hurried seaward, 
trying to catch the school again. This 
time I ran the motor and Jim held the 
harpoon. 

Finally we caught up with a whale 
in shallow water and chased it, zig- 
zagging around and around. Just as it 
made a sudden turn to the right, Jim 
heaved the harpoon, sinking it deeply 
into the animal. Giant flukes came out, 
showering us with salt water and 
throwing gallons of it into the boat. 
The float can skipped along, sometimes 
on the surface, sometimes half buried 
from the force of the tremendous pull. 

Since other whales were around us, 
rolling and spouting, we wanted to kill 
this one rapidly and try to get another. 
Jim had to get as many as possible for 
his study. The beluga still had plenty 


of energy when we pulled the float can | 
aboard and snubbed the line to our 
bow. We really foamed along as the 
whale dived, swimming toward deeper 
water. When it surfaced for air, Jim | 
put a bullet just behind the blowhole. | 
Again the powerful .357 stopped the 
whale cold. We tied an extra float can 
to it, and left it as we swirled off to- 
ward the spouting school. 
Again Jim slammed the harpoon into 
a whale. As the line hissed overboard, 
a loop half caught on Jim’s leg. I threw 
the outboard hard over, turning sharp- | 
ly toward the beluga, trying to gain 
slack. Jim frantically hopped about and 
managed to free the line just in time. | 
He could easily have been yanked over- 
board and dragged under. 
Again the whale fought the float can | 
for a time, then was shot with the .357. | 
By now the school was far down the 
bay, so we towed the two whales ashore 
and opened their stomachs to count 
four salmon in one, seven in the other. 
Three belugas within two hours! I | 
had never expected anything like that. 
That evening we ate beluga steaks and 
liver. It was good, tasting like beef. | 
There was no fishy flavor. 
Local Eskimos took over the three 
whales. Beluga meat is salted, dried, or 
cooked and preserved. The  fiukes, | 
boiled and pickled, make a popular 
dish. The skin and about half an inch of 
the underlying blubber, called muktuk, 
is also a favorite food along the north 
Alaska coast. It is eaten raw, and has a 
pleasant nutty flavor. I enjoy the taste 
of muktuk well enough, but to me it 
chews like a chunk of rubber tire. 
According to Jim, who spent two 
summers recently studying the walrus 
in the Bering Strait, a northward be- | 
luga migration seems to take place 
through the straits each spring and 
summer, and literally thousands are 
seen there then. Probably 100 are taken 
at Kotzebue every year by the local 
people. Last summer I heard that a be- 
luga brought hunters around $35 from 
meat-hungry residents. A number are 
taken annually at Wainwright, near 
the northern tip of Alaska. Others are 
killed here and there all along the 
coast. The kill is not large, however, 
considering their apparent abundance. 


e couldn’t hunt again for several 
days because of bad weather. When 
finally we did get out we crossed the 
bay, stopping the motor and refueling 
before we reached the flooded flats. We 
could see “smoke” and rolling whales | 
well inshore. Whitey was running the 
motor, Jim was ready with the har-| 
poons, and I was trying to take pic- 
tures. We headed directly toward a 
school of half a dozen, and they scat- 
tered. One, however, headed directly 
toward the boat. The wave sloshed over 
the side, and he went right under us. | 
As he did so the propeller on the wide- 
open outboard struck him, shearing a 
pin. It happened so fast that for an in- 
stant we didn’t know what was wrong. 
After replacing the broken pin we 
pulled close to another beluga, and Jim 
made a good throw. The can bounced 
overboard and rushed through the 
(continued on page 99) 
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SPINNING LURES 


Yes. you can catch more 
fish with this new 

- oO 
lure design. 7 


7 COLORS 
WEIGHT % OZ, — $1.25 


Patented diamond shape, for 
the first time in any lure, has 
hydrostatic effect that increases 
the action created by the bib. 


The diamond design picks up 
light rays from all angles and 
reflects them for the full length 
of the lure. 


Here’s how the diamond shape 
reduces weight in cross section 
—weight that is used for great- 
er length. This means more vis- 
ibility and extra appeal to fish. 


See them at your Dealer— 
Write for Free Folder 
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— offers ° 
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From fast-striking whoppers to scrappy light- 


di tferent 


geet’ day! 


weights—they’re al) here! Sailfish, tarpon, 

bass, bonefish, trout and scores of other 
varieties inhabit the ocean and nearby fresh 

of Miami Beach. Fish from launch, 
outboard, pier, and surf... Your family will } 


waters 


enjoy the many vacation pleasures of this resort 
metropolis. Low cost luxury accommodations 
in 368 hotels and 1900 apartment buildings. 


But—today—send for the facts! 


P am ad 
WS FREE FISHING INFORMATION 
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE, ROOM 5321A 
MIAMI BEACH 39, FLORIDA 
Color illustrations of species and facilities 
Clip coupon NOW! 
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] THOUGH I'VE HAD TO GET AROUND IN AFTER I'D SAT THERE SHIVERING 
A WHEEL CHAIR SINCE I WAS 12, | FOR AN HOUR, | HEARD A CRACK- 
NEVER MISS A HUNTING SEASON— OR y 
FISHING, EITHER. ON THIS TRIP, OUT 
FOR DEER, MY NEPHEWS 
STAND BESIDE.AN Otf 


BUT | WASN'T QUICK ENOUGH! 
| BEAT OFF HIS CHARGE WITH 
MY RIFLE BARREL 


AS HEKEPT CIRCE ND 
CHARGING. THEM MY GUN 4 
EMPTY, | FUMBLED WITH 
NUMB HANDS AT THE ZIP--~ 
PER OF MY SHELL BAG TO. 77 
GET MORE CARTRIDGES 


: NEXT TIME, HE CIACLED AROUND BEHIND THE WOODS CAME ALIVE ‘WITH HUNTERS. 
WHEN HE RUSHED ME AGAIN ME. | HAD JUST TIME ENOUGH TO GET ONE THE BLOODY AND TORN-UP LOGGING ROAD 
| BASHED HIM WITH A ROCK SHELL IN THE GUN—BUT ONE WAS ENOUGH AND THE DEAD BEAR TOLD THE STORY. 
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(continued from page 97) 
water for about 200 yards, then stopped 
and floated, the line slack. The harpoon 
had pulled free. 

By then the tide was beginning to 
ebb. We went on down the bay, finding 
another school off the point where we 
had killed the three a few days before. 
Several inboard-powered fishing boats 
were cruising about, waiting for the 
tide to change, as were a couple of 
near-by skiffs. The Eskimo fishermen 
kept pointing out belugas to us, as we 
raced after one, then another, trying 
to drive them into shallower water. 


‘Thitey edged the boat in behind the 
foaming wake of a whale, and 
Jim’s throw was good. The rope whipped 
overboard and the can bounced across 
the water. We were almost out of gas, 
so Whitey stopped to refuel. 

Meantime one fisherman came to our 
help by taking the can aboard his skiff. 
Finally we got started again and went 
over to finish the whale off with the 
.357. One shot was all that was needed. 
My respect for that handgun has 
mounted considerably. 

We dragged the whale ashore, with 
three Eskimo fishermen helping us. 
They were pleased when, after remov- 
ing the stomach—it contained eight 
salmon—Jim gave them the whale. 

As Jim worked over the whale, I 
talked with one of the older Eskimos. 
He told me how his father and other 
Eskimos had herded and harpooned 
belugas in Kayaks in the old days. It 
was hard for me to imagine being 
towed around by a beluga in a flimsy, 
tippy kayak. I felt none too safe in our 
heavy wooden skiff. As we left I won- 
dered what that Eskimo’s father would 
have thought had he seen his son tow- 
ing a beluga across the bay with a big 
skiff and a brand-new outboard. 

That was the last beluga we took 
while I was at Dillingham. At the time 
I left, Jim had examined the stomachs 
of 41 of the animals. Most of them had 
contained salmon. 

When I got home I looked up the 
legal status of the beluga. The white 
whale is not mentioned in the Inter- 
national Whaling Treaty, for it is not 
commercially valuable. It is not men- 
tioned in the Alaska game laws either. 
In other words there is no limit, no 
regulation on method of take, and no 
regulation as to who can and who can’t 
take belugas. The only law that mus: 
be complied with is the so-called ‘“‘wan- 
ton waste”’ law of the Territory, which 
states that any wild food animal taken 
in Alaska must be properly utilized. 

Hunting belugas with a harpoon is as 
good a sport as any I know of in 
Alaska. And it’s a sport that almost 
anyone with the price of an airplane 
ticket to the northwest coast of Alaska 
can indulge in. (I don’t advise skin 
diving for them. That was tried at 
Kotzebue this past summer, and the 
divers found the water too cold and the 
visibility too limited to do any good.) 

I expect to return to Dillingham some 
day to harpoon another beluga. And 
when I do I’m going to look up Hard- 
workin’ Tom to see if he'll lend me his 
good-luck harpoon. THE END 


So aageinmermmpp mn tonnenatr 


HOW TO CHOOSE 


A BINOCULAR 


You can see distant detail clearly and i 
brilliantly only if you choose a binocular 
of advanced optical design and precision 
manufacture. Trouble-free service 


throughout a lifetime of use 
can be yours, too, if your 
binocular is of sturdy 
mechanical design 
and construction. 


FREE 
32-PAGE 
CATALOG 


Tells about tests you can 
make before you buy 

any binocular. 
Helps you select 

a model best 
suited to your use. 
Write Bausch & 
Lomb Optical Co., 
10136 Lomb Park, 
Rochester 2, N. Y. 
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“Here’s the new greaseless way 
to keep your hair neat all day,” 


Even Mr. G.’s tousled cowlicks stay put 
after he uses new Vitalis Hair Tonic with 
V-7. “It works for me even after a sham- 
pos,” he says. ‘That means it'll work for 
anybody.” 

V-7, Vitalis’ new greaseless grooming in- 
gredient, makes even dry, unruly hair easy 
to manage. Yet it never gives an over-slick, 
plastered-down look. And Vitalis prevents 


says Arthur Godfrey 


dryness—maintains hair’s natural moisture 
balance betfer than any other leading tonic. 

Try new Vitalis yourself! And don’t miss 
the new “Arthur Godfrey Digest,” CBS 
Radio Network, Fridays, 8:30 PM, EST. 


New VITALIS® 
Hair Tonic with V-7 
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BOATING 


J. A. EMMETT 


THE BOOM IN TRAILERS 


easy-to-handle sort are changing 

our boating habits considerably. 
So far their chief effect has been to 
make it possible for almost anyone, 
anywhere, to have a boat of his own. 
This has, of course, brought countless 
new owners into the sport. But the 
trailer’s big effect on the boating pic- 
ture of the future promises to be 
through an entirely different class of 
owners. 

All over the country more and more 
boat-owners are buying trailers from 
choice rather than from necessity. 
These are men who could get good 
service from their boats without trail- 
ers. Or, at least until recently, they 
would rather do without than be both- 
ered with them. Modern trailers, how- 
ever, are easy to use, and these sports- 
men are discovering the new freedom 
that they can give. With a good trailer, 
you not only get more use and pleasure 
from the boat, but ownership can ac- 
tually be made simpler. 

Boat trailers have been greatly im- 
proved in the last few years. For one 
thing, modern trailers road far better 
than the old ones. Once you're used 
to the load astern, they offer little 
hindrance to your driving, even at to- 
day’s speeds. Nor are they apt to 
harm your boat, either in fast driving 
or in slow going over rough roads. But 
most important, because it is largely 
responsible for the snowballing interest 
in trailers, is what has been done to 
make loading and unloading easier. 
With most modern trailers, it can be a 
one-man job, and largely a dry-footed 
one at that. Nor is this true only with 
small or light boats of the sort that 
used to be catalogued as trailer models. 
With the right trailer, your large out- 
board, or even an outboard cruiser, can 
be launched or reloaded as easily as an 
ordinary skiff could be handled with an 
old-time outfit. 

As a result, the great majority of 
boats now on the market, regardless 
of size, are designed to be suitable for 
trailer carrying. This mainly is a matter 
of construction. The hull planking or 
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shell should be of a type that won’t 
leak when kept out of the water most 
of the time. This usually solves the 
weight problem too, for such boats 
generally are light in weight without 
any sacrifice of strength. For example, 
aluminum, molded-plastic, molded-ply- 
wood, and even panel-plywood boats are 
naturals for trailer use. Indeed, most 
such boats are more satisfactory in the 
long run if kept largely out of the 
water. 

Even many of the all-wood boats are 
now suitable for use with trailers. Or- 
dinarily such craft will leak if kept out 
of the water too much. However, sev- 
eral manufacturers are now covering 
them with Fiberglas. This puts them in 
the class of covered boats, the old 
stand-by for trailer service, with an 
added advantage from the plastic treat- 
ment often given their coverings. Any- 
how, it’s silly to rule out all all-wood 
boats for this service. Many are used 
and preferred by experienced owners. 


his recent trend in boats and trailers 
4. is doing away with one mistake that 
was often made in buying a trailer-boat 
outfit—choosing a craft for easy carry- 
ing rather than for its actual use in the 
water. To keep the size and weight 
down for convenient handling, many 
bought boats that were inadequate for 
the loads they carried, and unsafe for 
the waters in which they were used. 
Even if you have a place to keep your 
boat in the water, it may be worth your 
while to have a trailer. If you’re on a 
small body of water, you may soon tire 
of it, and a trailer will enable you to 
try out other waterways within rea- 
sonable driving distance. 

On the other hand, many are switch- 
ing to trailers largely because the home 
body of water is too large. It may pro- 
vide excellent fishing, but windy days 
may make the water too rough for 
comfort and safety. Also, in early 
spring and late fall any open body of 
water can be colder than a snug creek 
or a sheltered lake. With a trailer you 
can pick your waters. On a large lake 


it may be merely a matter of driving 
around to the opposite side to get in 
the shelter of the shore, when it’s too 
rough to take your boat there under its 
own power. 

An even more common example of 
moving a boat by land to another point 
on the same body of water is in follow- 
ing the fishing along the seacoast. 
Many who formerly fished out of the 
one place where they launched or kept 
their boats now trail them up or down 
the beach or the coast highway to any 
spot where the fishing is reported to be 
hot. This saves time for the actual fish- 
ing, and you can cover distances it 
would be folly to attempt by boat alone. 

Some owners of fair-size boats have 
switched to using trailers largely to 
avoid the problems of storage and 
maintenance. In some sections it isn’t 
easy to find a suitable place to keep 
a good boat. And on a crowded water- 
way, yard rates are apt to be high. 
Some owners tell me that over a couple 
of seasons they’ve just about paid for 
their trailers in storage charges saved. 
Others say their boats are in better 
condition now they’re kept sheltered 
at home on the trailer, or that main- 
tenance is simpler. Where they for- 
merly wasted good spring week-ends 
readying the boat, they now do such 
work beforehand on odd evenings. 

And don’t overlook the possibility of 
using your boat on vacations. Few of 
us care to stay on home waters then. 
With a trailer you can use your own 
boat to fish new and different country. 
Also, you can engage in flotilla cruising. 
In many parts of the country, groups 
are trailing their boats to the start of 
some route that will give two or more 
days of interesting downstream run- 
ning. They camp out at night or arrange 
for accommodations, along the way, 
ending up at some point where their 
outfits can be left safely and picked up 
later. 

In buying a trailer, you should re- 
member that there are three basic 
types. First, the boom type, which is 
designed to support the keel through- 
out its entire length. Second, the sus- 





pension type, which straddles the boat 
and picks it up. Third, the balanced 
tubular-frame type with form-fitting 
cradles designed to support the boat 
forward and aft. 

The method of loading and unloading 
will be governed largely by the type. 
Smaller trailers of the boom type 
usually have rubber-covered rollers un- 
der the keel. With the suspension type, 
the boat is lowered or picked up. In the 
frame type, the cradles and the boat, 
are lowered closer to the ground or 
water. However, this frame type as 
supplied for larger boats may have a 
gravity-action tilting bed or cradle, or 
a long pivoting rear cradle. There may 
be as many as a dozen rollers support- 
ing the tilted boat as it slides off of its 
own accord. In getting it back on, a 
winch does most of the work. 

Each of these general types has its 
good points. What counts, though, is 
that the average concern in the trailer 
field today is building a true boat trailer 
that will do a good job for its price. 

One convenience that is becoming 
popular is a third wheel. It is mounted 
to be out of the way in towing, but acts 
as a caster for loading or unloading. In 
parking it can be used as a tongue rest. 

Anotner ¢eature you'll find being 
pushed now is some form of transom 
support. This permits carrying even 
the largest motor right on the transom 
with its remote controls left connected 
—something that couldn’t be done 
otherwise, even with a smaller motor, 
without ser.ously harming the boat. 


HN have been improved, too. 
Where the load justifies it and long 
hauls will be made, the new frame type 
is stronger and safer than the ordinary 
bumper attachment. It uses a sturdy 
channel or bar that’s strongly secured 
to the frame or chassis of the car. 

Herve are some rules to be observed in 
buying a traiier: 

1. Se:ect tne proper size and capacity 
for your boat. it should be long 
enougn, as excessive transom overhang 
is bad. Also make a generous weight 
allowance. Remember that with a big 
outboard or a cruiser you'll be carrying 
a considerabie load of gear aboard. 

2. If you want to leave the motor on 
the boat in carrying, select a trailer 
that’s meant for it. 

3. If you'll be doing the handling 
largely alone, get a trailer that really 
maxes this poss.vle. 

4. ‘,ires, cuoes, and bearings should 
be of the nigh-speed type. Considering 
today’s driving speeds, tnis is necessary 
to avoid trouwie and expense. 

5. ‘the boat supports should be form- 
fitting for the null shape. On many 
makes these are adjustable or self- 
aligning. But a hull that is in any way 
unusual, say with bilge keels, may cali 
for special supports. 

6. If you will use the boat in salt 
water, consider the corrosive effect on 
anything made of steel or iron. The 
trailer should be actually immersed in 
the water as little as possible. 

7. Springs or wheel suspension 
should be such as to insure smooth 
riding. This alone can add years to the 
life of your boat—J. A. Emmett. 
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under jaw is helpful. There are spe- 
cial sets of breathing valves in the mid- 
dle of both upper and lower jaws. 
These valves, by pressuring water out 
of the back gills, enable him to keep 
breathing while his jaws are clamped 
tight on his victims. 

The barracuda’s missions of murder 
are further aided by camouflage. Dark 
spots and blotches on the back and sides 
of his silver body obscure the outline of 
his figure so that it blends with coral 
heads, buoys, pilings, and wrecks, and 
as he lies in wait for victims his big | 
dorsal fin depresses into a groove on 
his back. 

My experience in southern Florida 
aroused my interest in fishing for bar- 
racuda off the Bahama Islands, the 
next stop on my fishing tour. Bahama | 
waters are one of the best ’cuda fish- | 
ing grounds within easy reach of the | 
United States. The world-record bar- 
racuda, weighing 103% pounds, was 
caught off the Bahamas in 1932 by 
C. E. Benet. 

My host in the Bahamas was Don 
McCarthy. A Connecticut Yankee like 
myself, Don is one of the few anglers | 
ever to land both a blue and a white | 
marlin during a single afternoon off 
Bimini. In 1939, off Norris Cut, Fla., | 
he set the world record for a 30-pound- | 
test line; his catch, still a record for | 
that size line, was a 9042-pound sail- | 
lish. For a time, he held 14 of the| 
Miami Beach Rod and Reel Club’s 
light-tackle records. 

‘Today Don heads the Bahamas Fish- 
ing Information Bureau at Nassau. 
Among his enviable duties is the chart- 
ing of fishing possibilities in the un- 
exploited waters of the outer islands. 
He invited me to try my luck there. 

I asked him if he thought there was 
a chance of some good barracuda fish- 
ing there. 

“A chance?” Don snorted. “Question 
is, can we avoid ’em? In these waters 
*cuda are often classified as pests. They 
tear up baits rigged for other game.” 

I told Don about my tussle on the 
Florida flats when I was using a 6- 
pound-test monofilament line and a 
light spinning rod. That put the matter 
on a different plane. 

‘Well, now you’re talking,” he said. 
“I thought you meant would we get | 
any while trolling for dolphin, sails, | 
tuna, or wahoos. On light spinning | 
tackle, ’cuda are terrific game. I'll} 
show you some hot aci.on in a few days. | 
But first we want to try the blue water | 
around Andros.” 

Bahama-style fishing is enough to | 
spoil a fellow. We pulled away from 
Nassau in a 48-foot cabin cruiser tow- | 
ing a pair of 16-foot, outboard-powered | 
skiffs. These were for bonefishing and | 
exploring creeks for tarpon. The Eus- 
tanne was skippered by Milton Pearce, 
a Bahamian guide who spots fish like 
an osprey. Pearce is also a fine chef. 
He fed us bonefish loaf, kingfish steaks, 
grouper chowder, conch cutlets, craw- 
fish salad, fried snapper fingers, baked 
wild duck, broiled wild pigeon, and 
other delicacies. 

We arrived at Andros, largest island 
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NEW 1955 


Scotliz- 


BRIDGE 


OUTBOARD CRUISER 


21 FT. FLYING 


+ 


New Hush-Hush 
Motor Installation 


Ultra Sound Insulated 


The new 1955 Scottie-Craft 
“Hide-a-way” offers outstanding 
maneuverability and seaworthiness. 
It can be handled easily even by a 
novice, and rides rough water like 
boats half again as long. Speed with 
a 25 h.p. motor is as high as 20 m.p.h. 
Standard equipment includes en- 
closed toilet and deluxe galley unit. 
For details of the 21 foot “Hide- 
a-way” $2295* and the 18 foot 
“President,” $1545*, write to 
Dept. 12-0. 


*f.0.b. Miami 
INTERNATIONAL SHIPBUILDING CORP. 


471 N. E. 79th Street Miami 38, Plorida 





BUILD THIS 


9 ft. PLYWOOD. SKIFF 


See your lumber dealer 
or send 10c to Douglas 
Fir Plywood Associotion, 
Dept. T-3, Tecoma, Wa. 


Here's an ideal boat for sportsmen. Easy to 
build. Light enough to carry atop your car. THIS MARK MEANS 
Safe, seaworthy and sturdy because it's built WATERPROOF GLUE 
of light, tough Exterior-type fir plywood. 
Plans include instructions and bill of matevials. 





ONE PIECE BOTTOM CONSTRUCTION 
new features eliminate upkeep 


Here's the boat you've always wanted. /t’s differ- 
ent! Eliminates upkeep problems...even painting. 
Entirely new design of durable aluminum. Strong, 
rigid, seaworthy—yet lightweight! No leaky, ugly 
bottom seams. Easy to load, easy to row. Com- 
pare feature for feature and you'll choose Starlite. 


WRITE FOR FREE 1955 CATALOG 
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Richer, Creami/er, 


AERO SHAVE. 
Saves 20*%a Can! ° 
— ye 
JUST PUSH VALVE FW et 

Fania d 


«OUT COMES ie 
LatHern! A>) 
@ Richer, Creamier Lather 


@ No Brush Needed 
@ No Greasy Cream 
@ 3 Beard Softeners 
@ Contains = Lanolin 


AERO SHAVE, lathar Blom 


Also economical King Size—12 oz. only 98¢ | 





Aluma Craft hulls are 
light and strong, can never 
rust, rot, waterlog or dry 
out and leak . never 
need scraping, caulking or 
painting. Erich Swenson 
design gives unmatched 
performance with either 
motor or oars. See your 
dealer or write Dept. 1 
for catalog showing new 
models. 


ALUMA CRAST BOAT CO. 


DOUBLE 


THE FUN... 


NONE 


OF THE WORK 








| streak toward us. 





| turned on his side 











“LITTLE CHRIS” 
@ 2°MAN HUNTING & FISHING BOAT © 
CARRY IT ON YOUR CAR TOP! 

- OR IN YOUR CAR TRUNK! 


AMERICAS 
BEST 
BOAT 

Buy!) 





Length 10 It. - Beam 43 in. - Bottom 34 in. 
Transom 31 in. - Height of Side 12 in. 
Weight 52 lbs. - Shipping Weight 75 Ibs. 
“AA” Marine Plywood - 2 Coats Marine 
Enamel For Motors to 3!/2 H. P. 


495, 


| boat for 








* DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED « 


CURRIER'S of ARKANSAS 
Little Rock, “Ark 





FRICED TO SELL 
12 FT. BOAT KIT 





8 HOURS TO ASSEMBLE 
Kit complete, nothing more to buy. All 
pa.ts Precut, Finest Materials, Marine 
riywood, Mahogany Frame Work, Illus- 
trated and Fully Explained Instructions. 
SEND FOR FREE FOLDER 


AFCO, INC., Box 113, Belding, Mich. 


weight, ultra sensitive. None 
Finer, Also Mineralights. 


@ INFORMATION FREE @ 


aLDeleclion.co. Sept. 7 


' < 5420 Vineland, N.Hollywood, Calif 
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in the Bahamas, seven hours after we 
left Nassau. After mooring the skiffs 
in a sheltered channel, Skipper Pearce 
cleared the decks for trolling in the 
Tongue of Ocean. Our tackle was light 
—four and six-ounce rod tips backed 
by reels filled with nine and 18-pound- 
test monofilament lines. 

Our balao baits were flashing pro- 
vocatively in the wake of the Eustanne 
when I saw a slim, dark silhouette 
It was pressing a 
purposeful attack on my bait, angling 
toward it like a lance. I felt the thud 
of a strike, and the line became taut, 
then limp. The dark bolt shot past the 


bait, but immediately swirled back. 


“There’s your ‘cuda!” cried Don. ‘“The 
fool will keep slashing at the bait until 
he either gets hooked or cuts the line. 
Looks like a fair-size one.” 

Water spurted up as the ’cuda struck 
a second time. I felt a hard yank fol- 
lowed by the gratifying pressure of a 
fish securely hooked. Leaping convul- 
sively, its body flashing, the ’cuda shook 
its head and flung what was left of the 
balao from the hook. The 'cuda bolted 
off on a short, headlong run, then did 
a series of side-whipping lunges. 

This 16-pounder was exhausted only 
after a long, rough battle. Finally he 
and came in close 
enough for landing. Skipper Pearce 
grabbed my wire leader and, with a 
quick sweep, brought him in. Then 
Pearce, using his knife, carved a small 
cross on the top of the ’cuda’s head. 

“That’s so I'll recognize him if he’s 
caught again,’ Pearce told me. “I’ve 
marked all the ’cuda released from this 
years. Some of them grow 
nearly four times as big before they’re 
caught again. One of my special pets 
wears five crosses.” 

“The custom’s spreading,” said Don, 
watching the released fish swim away. 
“Other skippers use different marks.” 

“Do you consider ’cuda dangerous to 
humans who are wading or swim- 
ming?’ I asked the skipper, recalling 
the fright I had in Florida. 

“Never heard of one attacking a per- 
son,” he replied. ‘However, I wouldn’t 
advise anyone to dive in ’cuda waters 
wearing rings or any kind of glittering 
object.” 


arracuda really are abundant in the 
Bahamas. I soon began to under- 
stand why many Bahamians consider 
them pests on the trolling grounds. 
Balao baits, favorites around here, have 
to be rigged meticulously for action 
that entices other fish, and one pass 
from a ’cuda renders them worthless. 
Nor are ’cuda satisfied with such 
petty larceny as the pilfering of baits. 
They will also rob the angler of dol- 
phin,. mackerel, groupers, and other 
valued gamefish. C. E. Benet’s record 
’cuda was caught when it grabbed a 
red snapper Benet was reeling in. Be- 
fore the end of my first afternoon of 
fishing in the Bahamas, another ’cuda 
tore several pounds of meat from the 
body of a dolphin. And another one 
cut in half the heaviest bonefish I found 
in Cargill Creek. 
Fishermen experienced in the ways 
of tropical waters say that sharks are 


often blamed unjustly for ’cuda rob- 
beries. The difference between the bite 
of a shark and that of a ’cuda is easily 
recognized—the shark’s bite is jagged; 
the barracuda’s is clean-cut. 

But the swift, impulsive ’cuda can 
also be patient, playing a suspenseful 
waiting game. While bonefishing in 
Cargill Creek, I saw a ’cuda drive a 
school of small fish into a channel sur- 
rounded by mounds of oyster shells, 
cutting them off completely. Apparent- 
ly the ’cuda wasn’t hungry at the time, 
for he remained at the channel’s en- 
trance without pressing attack. His 
tail flicking slowly from side to side 
like a cat’s, he held the little fish at 
bay. Only when one of them tried to 
slip past him did he move. 

“Barracuda will often pocket schools 
of little fish in that way,” a Bahamian 
boatman later told me. ‘“‘They hold them 
until they get hungry enough to make 
a meal of them.” 


M’ Bahamian potpourri of fishing 
was well into its second week 
when Don McCarthy said, “We're go- 
ing over to the far end of New Provi- 
dence Island. We'll spin for ’cuda along 
the beaches, if you like. Good water 
for spinning over there.” 

Nassau is on New Providence; we 
moored on the island’s more remote 
and less populated side. It is an idyllic 
coast. Lush palms form tapestries 
above beaches that are almost sugar- 
white. Formations of coral stone jut 
from waters as clear as mountain 
springs. Ideal for spinning, the shore 
waters can be fished from the coral 
heads. 

“Here’s a pair of plugs,”’ said Don as 
we were leaving the Eustanne. 

He handed me a pair of long, slender 
models similar to those which are used 
for pike. I remarked on the deep 
scratches they bore. 

“Yes,” laughed Don, “they’ve been in 
contact with ’cuda teeth quite often. 
I've replaced the hooks on that silvery 
one twice.” 

A short while later I was following 
Don over a high formation of coral 
rocks. We stopped there to search for 
some sign of ’cuda. 

“Alongside that submerged coral 
reef,” Don said, pointing, ‘I’ve seen 
’cuda that wouldn’t bat a fin when I 
pitched one lure after another over 
them. Others would keep lunging at 
my plug until they hooked themselves. 
And some would even follow the plug 
to shore and turn away without——— 
Oops! I see one now.” 

Sighting along Don’s pointing rod, I 
spied a shadow. After a few seconds of 
close scrutiny I discerned the end of a 
snout. A ’cuda, for sure. 

Don whipped out a smooth overhand 
cast that put his plug on the side of 
the reef opposite the barracuda’s hang- 
out. I watched to see how the fish 
would react when the plug drew into 
its corner. 

Then I heard a grunt, the snap of 
monofilament going taut, and the 
screech of drag gears. Don was wres- 
tling with an arching rod, and I saw 
the ’cuda he had on—one that took us 
by surprise—crash back into the wa- 


’ 





ter. Don must have pitched his plug 
right into its mouth. 

This ’cuda was more acrobatic than 
most. It jumped clear of the water four 
times, covered quite a bit of yardage, 
and did surface and near-surface rolls 
that taxed Don’s skill with the little 
spinning rod. But 16 minutes after it 
had been engaged, Don’s ’cuda, a 13- 
pounder, was ready for the net. 

“Usually I release my ‘cuda,’’ Don 
told me. “But I promised that colored 
boy we met at the dock that I'd save 
him a couple for his dinner. Bahamians 
are very fond of them.” 

The ’cuda we previously had spotted 
at the inner edge of the reef was still in 
his lie. He had turned slightly our way. 
a position that revealed his lead-colored 
eyes more clearly. They seemed to 
look at us contemptuously. 

“See if you can make those jaws 
snap,” urged Don. 

I accepted the invitation, drawing the 
plug across the fish’s line of vision di- 
agonally. The bit of plastic wobbled by, 
unmolested. 

I tempted the fish from the other 
side. Still no response. I threw it be- 
yond him, but that didn’t work, either. 
I varied retrieving speeds and casting 
angles at least 20 more times without 
stirring the ’cuda. 

“He’s the reluctant kind,” said Don, 
smiling. ‘“‘Why not pass him by for a 
while? Plenty more fish in these seas.” 

“I'm going to try a different lure, 
maybe a spoon or two,” I said. 

For the next quarter hour I had 
plenty of practice casting plugs and 


spoons. Meanwhile Don had moved 
down the beach. I watched enviously 
as his rod buckled under the onslaughts 
of his second 'cuda of the day. 

My patience was nearly spent when 
I found a small bucktail jig in my 
tackle box. This particular jig was a 
pet of mine, one that often had come 
through after all else failed. 

Its feather flaunting boldly, the jig 
moved toward the barracuda’s lair. I 
felt something tap it vigorously. I set 
the hook and found myself engaged 
with a fish no longer than a millpond 
sunfish. The plucky little fellow darted 
and bored with surprising vigor. After 
allowing him a few runs, I held the rod 
high to see if I could get a good look 
at him on the surface. 

But to this day I don’t know what 
species my lucky jig had caught. The 
little fish was floundering close to the 
surface when his tiny swirls were en- 
gulfed by huge ones. I had a brief 
glimpse of its tail as it hung from one 
side of the barracuda’s mouth. Then 
everything was curtained by foam. 

The 15-pound ’cuda, after zooming 50 
feet, leaped again. While pieces of the 
fish he’d snatched were hurled in all 
directions, the hook clung to his jaws. 
He may have been reluctant, but he 
certainly didn’t pull any punches after 
the fight started. 

“TI don’t know whether to call you a 
good fisherman or just plain lucky,” 
Don chuckled after I told him how I 
got the ’cuda. 

“To find out,” I said, “just show me 
another one like him.” THE END 





ANOTHER GRAND SLAM 
FOR BOBBY JONES 


(continued from page 35) 


information out of him. Elam owns a 
Soap Creek camp near Lincolnton, on 
the Georgia side of the impoundment. 

“Clark Hill Dam,’ Bear told me 
“backs up the Savannah River for 40 
miles along the Georgia—South Caro- 
lina border. With its creeks and rivers, 
its shoreline is longer’n from here to 
Hudson Bay—around 1,100 miles all to- 
gether. You'll find bass all right, but 
where they are, it’s might’ nigh im- 
‘possible to fish for ’em. Wait,” he said, 
“Tl get a map.” 

I found it fascinating, for with all its 
coves, sloughs, and ragged islands, 
Clark Hill Lake resembles a scrambled 
jigsaw puzzle. Its waters spread over 
72,000 acres of land in the two states. 
The land was cleared a year before the 
water was impounded, but before the 
water rose in its basin, brush from five 
to 15 feet high grew back as sprouts, 
in places thicker than the wool on a 
cat’s rump. Bob and I had found that 
out the hard way, when we tried to 
troll deep-running lures through the 
submarine forest. 

A fellow with a handful of rods and 
a beat-up tackle box ambled through 
while Bear and I studied the map. The 
stranger and I looked at each other like 
a couple of strange dogs and he and 
Bear exchanged nods. 

“Who's that?” I asked later. 


¥ 


“Buck Perry. Thought’ ever’body 


knew him. Only man I ever saw who | 


could catch fish on dry land.”’ 

Buck was out on the dock stowing 
gear in his boat. Lanky, sunburned, be- 
speckled—he looked like a cross be- 
tween a Tarheel mountaineer and a 
Cracker farmer. 

“One of your guides?” I asked. 

Bear gave me an amused glance. 
“Nope. Now as I was saying, this lake 


is new. Water’s been up less than four | 


years. But there’s some tackle-bustin’ 
bass in it already. Fellow caught an 
81%4-pounder right by the bridge, day 
before you and Bob Jones came.” 
“T’d like to meet Buck Perry,” I said. 
“Might pay you,” Bear grunted. “He 


knows a durn sight more about fishin’ | 


than you do.” 


“Bear tells me you’ve got a formula 
for catching fish,’’ I said, when Buck | 


and I had shaken hands. 
“Catching is easy,’’ Buck replied. 
“The tough part is finding them.” 
“Last week he took 31 out of a hole 
with 31 casts,” Elam put in, “and 
brought 
seen come out of this lake.’’ 


“How do you find them?” I asked 


Buck. “Is it a secret?” 


“How about going with me today?” | 
“I can’t guarantee a | 
single scale, but I’d like to have you.” | 


Buck invited. 
Now I’m a sucker for new methods, 
especially after such luck as Jones and 
I had, so I changed my rods, tackle 
box, and camera to Buck’s boat. 
Before we pulled away from the 
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SUPERIOR COMPASS 


Precision instrument, ra- 
dium dial, water-proof. 
$5.95 retail, with instruc- 
tions. At your dealer. 
Dealers: Write to Su- 
perior Magneto Corp., 
Long Island City 5, N.Y. 








FREE 


CATALOG 


BOAT 
KITS 


e Assemble your « 
own boat 


necessary 


Trailers, Fibergias, Marine Hardware 


Boat Kit Division 4452 NICOLLET AVE 
UGER INDUSTRIES MINNEAPOLIS 9. MINN 


14 ft. Model 


Pictured 


Save 12 to 24 ‘‘fac- 
tory bui.t’’ prices 


eo No experience » Prices inciude 
freight and paint 


8’ to 14’ Models trom $39.25 compict 








Write for deta d see them at your local de 


aler 


TROJAN BOAT CO., Lancaster 5, Pa. 
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The ultimate in me 
aluminum construction. 
Beauty of line, absolute 
safety and unmatched 
performance make the 
DuraCraft “Sports- 

man” the choice 

of those who 

know boats! 


Colorful new catalog, iavishly 

illustrated with DuraCraft 

models to fit all budgets. 
Write Today! 


+ Free! 


‘420 E. Gaines 
DuraCraft omnia. Seti Ark. 








LY 


— BOAT KITS 


12 Ft $97.00 
14 Ft $129.00 


(Freight 
included) 


for an 
39 a m s i. 

9.00 freight included. ,At$0, FIBERGLASS. 
TAFT MARINE WOODCRAFT 


Send 
folders 
low as $3 


Dept. O.L.12. 636 39th Ave. N.E.. Minneapolis 21, Minn. — 





| Always ready to GO! 


The complete line of aluminum boats—from 
48 |b. auto-top mode! to 14-foot action-packed 
runabouts. Duratech design requires less horse- 
power for sparkling performance. Rugged! 
Unsinkable! Stablel ... and ALWAYS 
READY TO GO! The + ally smart boot. 


Write for * 
free catalog ~ 
TES). 











Dept. 
OL 


2 DURATECH MFG. CORP. 


. N.Y. 


ADDRESS 
POSTCARDS 


AT HOME! / 
write B.1.C.143 Belmont St., Belmont, Mass. 





is CONSTIPATION 


Warning You 01 Something 
That May Be Dangerous? 


Chronic constipation is usually not a disease 

in itself; it is often a syinptom of something 
that ‘“‘pills’’ can give 
> help to. Why not find 

out new, from an authorita- 

tive- source, what your 

constipation may mean -— 

and the modern treatment 

for it? Write today for 

important FREE book of # 

facts to McCleary Hos- 

pital, 1261 Elms Blvd., 

Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


Hive GREAT NEW DRIVING EASE. 


@ HULL AUTO COMPASS— 

handsome, scientific instru- 

ment—is an ideal Christmas 

Comforting, sure-way 

i guide the year 

ull is the only auto 

compass, as a stock item, ap- 

proved and used on combat 

vehicles in World War Il. 

Write for local dealer's name, free 
‘6s literature. 


MORE HULLS IM USE THAN ALL OTHERS COMBINED 


P. @. Box 246 i 
WARREN, OHIO 


uMinati 
SEREAMUINE 
won.iuLummaten 94-95 
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LAFAYETTE Products that Please ! 
a a Boat Covers, Adjustable Boot Spice pum 


Cover Bows, Bow Sockets, Moto- &) y 
OARLOCKS ‘ 


YY 
BOAT COVER 


(74 


GAS TANK POUCH 


Hoods, Gas Tonk Pouches, Oar- 
locks, Reel Pouches, Moto-Pouches, 
Utility Bags, Gas Tonk Gripper, 
Sportsman's Tarps, Woter Repel- 


~~. lent, Sportsman's Patch Kit, i: ae 
———y : 
| Anchor Ropes, Seat Hinges, Tool ®&ft POUCH - 
[= atl Pouches, LATEST ILLUSTRATED = 
BOAT ACCESSORY —%S 
POUCH CATALOG — FREE! Pee 


LAFAYETTE SUPPLY CO. + West Lafayette, Ohio 


those dry, 
sumetnt lips 


THE ANTISEPTIC LIP BALM 
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MOTO-HOOD | 


| dock, Buck laid out a number of troll- 
| ing spoons of assorted sizes and colors. 

“Spoon-plugging,” he explained, “is 
really a method of fishing, rather than 
the use of one particular lure. Any 
number of baits which can be trolled 
| fast in the shallows, or that will run 
deep, can be used. Personally I prefer 
the spoon-plug; I know what it will do.” 
For a while after we left the dock 
ae just watched Buck Perry in action. 
| The first pass at a long point sticking 
|out into the lake was made with his 
| smallest spoon. The water under our 
| boat wasn’t more than four feet deep 
| and we cut it with his five-horse motor 
| practically open, several times faster 
than the most eager troller I’d ever 
seen. I must have had a question mark 
}in my eye, because Buck passed his 
| stiff rod and reel, loaded with 30- 
| pound-test monofilament, back to me. 
At the end of the line the small spoon 
was singing through the shallows with 
a high-pitched hum. I could feel its vi- 
bration all the way into my shoulders. 
| ‘We'll soon know,” he said, “if any 
| fish are feeding in the shallows. If not, 
we can move to deeper water.” 


H: put out another line for himself 
and we covered a mile of shore in 
a matter of minutes before we reeled in 
and changed to slightly larger spoons. 
We tried these in deeper water for a 
mile before we graduated to a third 
and even larger size. During this 
process Buck swapped colors constant- 
ly, both on his rod and mine—from a 
redhead to a silver, then to gold, 
| bronze, and even a silver-speckled lure 
| which would have passed for a Christ- 
mas-tree ornament. He also shifted 
speeds, trying both large and small 
spoons from fast to slow. I was be- 
coming skeptical and I suppose Buck 
must have sensed my attitude. 

“When you catch bass in shallow 

| water,” he explained, “you can load the 
| boat. So it’s always best to try the 
| shoreline first.” 

We had stopped to change lures 
again and I pointed out one of the 
creek runs where Bob and I had taken 
several bass out of deep water. Here a 
couple of creeks had flowed together, 
and five points of land jutted into the 
lake. 

“Chances are,’”’ Buck declared, “that 
if any bass are around, we'll find them 
near one of thore points, where any dis- 
turbance can send them off into deep 
waiter.” 

We were working across one of the 
points when we were both hit at the 
same instant. 

“There they are!’’ Buck barked. 

On the second jump his bass threw 
its spoon, and while I was landing 
| miné, he turned back and dropped an- 
chor just off the po.nt. I got the fish— 
|}about a 2'4-pounder—-where Buck 
could net it, and while he was snapping 
it on the stringer I picked up my spin- 
| ning rod and threw back into the hole. 

I let the lure flutter all the way to 
the bottom and rest there a minute be- 

| fore I picked it up for the retrieve. A 
bass hit it instantly, the line curved up- 
| ward for the jump, and I brought him 








in. He was about the same size as the 
first. Buck insisted on stringing the 
catch, so I cast again and hooked my 
third fish before the spoon touched 
bottom. 

“Best feature avout spoon-plugging is 
that it finds the concentrations,” Buck 
said. “You’re doing O.K.” 

I had my fourth bass on before he 
finished stringing the third. Buck looked 
up from where he was rattling the 
brass at the back of the boat. 

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Gimme 
one chance to soak a plug before you 
fish it out completely!” 

We hooked more than 40 bass in that 
hole and, of course, lost the largest— 
one that made my reel drag screech be- 
fore it went into an underwater tree 
and fouled the line. We brought our 
limit of 20 good bass into the club- 
house at dark. 

That night I called Bob. 
are hitting at Clark Hill,” I said. 
got the limit.” 


“The bass 
“We 


he Maestro let off steam as if some- 
one had punctured him with a pin. 
“Got that broken record on again?”’ 

“Look, Bob,’’ I said. “I couldn’t find 
‘em, but I’ve found the guy who can. I 
promised you a mess of bass out of this 
lake, and this time it’s for sure.” 

I must have been as convincing as I 
was convinced, for the next afternoon 
Bob joined us at Soap Creek. I paired 
Bob and Buck and tagged along in my 
boat to take pictures, as well as to 
team with them to troll both shores of 
Soap Creek out to the main lake. We 
crisscrossed points and shorelines dili- 
gently, but I was able to pick up only 
a pair of two-pound strays. Bob hooked 
inco one whopper that stripped out 
monoi.lament despite his 20-pound star 
drag. Then the hooks tore out. 

It was not until late afternoon that 
Buck located a school of largemouths 
at the end of Dry Fork, a long slough 
flowing into the upper reaches of Soap 
Creek. Soon after anchoring beside an 
old roadbed he tied into a largemouth 
that ripped line out, jumped, and tossed 
his spoon into the air. 

Bob let the silver sliver wobble again 
toward the bottom, and another bass 
snagged it on the way down, so he 
hauled on his rod tip with authority. 
After a brief skirmish with the metal 
the fish made a long circle and came,to 
Buck’s net. 

I was anchored about a duzen yards 
away, aid i got into the game, bump- 
ing my lure off the bottom just once 
before it connected. I sunk the hook 
with a heavy hand and glanced at the 
other boat to see if I had a gallery. But 
its occupants were busy on their own. 
Bob was playing a bass and Buck had 
a deuce—two largemouths on sepa- 
rate hooks of the same plug. He al- 
most got his double in, when one hook 
tore loose and the escapee took off 
across the surface like a skipjack. 

For an hour we sat in that one spot, 
almost duplicating the feat that Buck 
and I had pulled a couple of days be- 
fore. It was as Buck said—‘Find them, 
and the rest is easy.” 

We caught and released the chunky 
fighters until my arms began to weary 


under the pressure. Buck called atten- 
tion to several of his bass, which had 
such small heads and mouths, in pro- 
portion to the rest of the body, that 
they looked like some exotic species. 

Bob’s big moment of the day came 


just before sundown. With his light | 
casting rod, he overshot his spoon—to } 


a place where he knew the bottom was 
bristling with trees. So as his lure 
touched the water, he reeled vigorously 
to get it back to the fairway. 

This old lunker must have been just 
cruising by. Bob’s fast retrieve struck 
his fancy just right, for he hit the 
spoon with a wallop that swung the 
bow of the boat on its anchor. From 
where I sat I heard Buck sharply suck 
in his breath, just before the bass went 
into a series of top-water convulsions 
that reminded me of a roped alligator 
I had once seen. 

Buck declared the fish weighed six 
pounds. To me, he looked twice that 
size. And he had no intention of stay- 
ing on anyone’s line. The first sprig of 
vegetation he tried to wrap up was 
brittle and Bob pulled him free. He 
jumped twice and 
with Bob cranking furiously, then went 
under it, almost fouling the achor rope. 


As Bob strained to turn him from the | 


stern toward the bow he _ veered 


straight away. Then, 50 feet out, he re- 


versed directions so sharply that he 
caught the line under one of his stiff 
dorsal spines and threw a gallon of 
water with his tail. Bob strained the 
nylon to its breaking point before he 
turned the bass and unfouled the line. 

There were other hazards, too, in 
that vegetation-matted slough. The in- 
evitable had to happen, for Bob’s lie 
was simply unplayable. When the lunk- 
er finally decided to sound, the game 
was all over except for working the 
lure loose from the log where the charg- 
ing fish had stuck it. 

The Emperor examined the sprung 
hook on his spoon in silence for a mo- 
ment. Then he began to laugh, and I 
felt that at least a portion of my 
promise had been paid. 

I hope to keep on fishing with Bob as 
much in the future as I have in the 
past. I wasn’t on hand to see him make 
sports history on the fairways and 
greens but—the red gods willing—I'll 
be there when he makes that grand 
slam in bass. THE END 


New 30-h.p. Outboard 


cott-Atwater has added a twin-cylin- 
der 30-horsepower model to its 1955 
line of outboard motors. 

The new unit, billed as the most 
powerful twin engine ever offered, is 
available with either mechanical or 
electric starting. It incorporates such 
noise-reduction features as a completely 
underwater exhaust system, spring 
mountings, and an intake silencer. Oth- 
er features include special fuel-control 
valves, separate exhaust passages for 
each cylinder, and a shift lock which 
makes it impossible to start the engine 
while in gear or to shift gears while 
running at high speeds. 

The 1955 line also includes models 
in 3.6, 5, 7.5, 10, and 16-h.p. ratings. 





rushed the boat, | 


CAN'T SLEEP Because of 
Acid Stomach? Do This— 


Try this simple modern way to avoid 
sleepless nights due to excess stomach acid. 
Just take 1 or 2 Tums as a “nightcap” be- 
fore you go to bed. Countless thousands 
who do this have discovered they fall 
asleep faster—feel much fresher mornings. 
Always keep Tums handy to counteract 
sour stomach, gas, heartburn—day or 
night. Get a roll of Tums right now. 


So economical—only 10¢ a roll 
3-roll pkg. 25¢ 


TUMS FOR THE TUMMY 
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Models for speed or all around boating fun. 
Free Literatu 
Wagemaker Company, Dept. 21, Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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MILLER Knee Action BOAT TRAILERS 
and BOAT TRAILER KITS 


300 to 1800 LBS. CAPACITIES 
$74.50 
& Up, Tax Inc. 
ACCESSORIES, TOO. 
QUALITY proved by MILLIONS OF MILES. 
Sold on MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. SHIPPED ALL OVER 
THE WORLD. Write for folders and ee 


MILLER COACH co. . BOX OL 218 


IRVING, TEXAS 





YOU'LL LIKE THIS BOAT 


..tOp performance...low price 


COMPARE with costlier boats and you'll buy Sea- 
maid! Roomy, safe and sturdy. 12 and /4 ft. Dept. 212 


WRITE! 


METAL BOATS 


Kendallville; Ind 
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CAMPIN 


MAURICE H. DECKER 


DRY FEET ARE WARM FEET 


\ 7 hen outfitting for cold-weather 
sports like hunting, ice fishing, 
winter camping, and snowshoe- 

ing, choose boots that will keep your 
feet dry. Dampness causes discomfort 
and chill, and may lead to the more 
serious ills of trench foot, frostbite, 
and freezing. If you can prevent damp- 
ness, your fight against the cold is 
more than half won. 

There is enough variety in footgear 
to keep your feet warm and dry in any 
degree of cold and moisture you will 
normally encounter. It’s mostly a mat- 
ter of choice. Get the right type or 
combination for the job ahead. 

A lot of sportsmen, including those 
whose feet are allergic to rubber, find an 
all-leather boot very comfortable. It 
protects adequately when you walk 
mostly over dry ground with only an 
occasional damp or wet spot, and when 
the temperature is not far under freez- 
ing. For such service a well-greased 
leather boot is hard to beat. Special 
types with comfortable moccasin toes 
and soft, lightweight tops are avail- 
able for upland hunters, fall and spring 
canoeists, and wilderness hikers. A 
hard-toe, box-type boot also serves well. 
Normal practice is to wear one pair of 
heavy or two pairs of light wool socks 
with boots of this type. 


eather boots, however, can’t be made 
L completely waterproof. If you wear 
them several hours in wet snow or slush 
or over flooded soil, moisture is bound 
to soak in. Some other type should 
therefore be chosen for wet trails and 
for very cold ones. The leather boot 
worn alone is not advised for tempera- 
tures approaching zero—and especially 
when they are heavily greased, because 
greased leather is very cold. 

An all-leather boot can be supple- 
mented with extras that make it more 
comfortable under a wider range of 
weather conditions. On cold, snowy 
days you can cover it with a high over- 
shoe. In very wet going you can wear 
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instead an ankle-high storm rubber. 

Leather boots with overshoes have 
long been popular with men working 
outdoors in winter. The combination 
usually keeps feet comfortable in short 
spells of zero weather, but may prove 
chilly in steady, extreme cold. Over- 
shoes add weight, so select the lighter 
“dress” type rather than the heavy- 
duty sort workmen wear. High over- 
shoes are also worn at times without 
leather boots and with two pairs of 
wool socks. Or they can be combined 
with socks and felt boots (this is an 
old favorite with teamsters) or with 























“Nothin, * 


socks and sheep’s-wool moccasin pacs. 

The overshoes you wear without 
boots should be chosen in a small size 
for better fit. If you can get the kind 
with cloth tops, there’ll be less conden- 
sation of moisture inside. Overshoes 
worn with socks or felts will be more 
comfortable if you add an arch-sup- 
porting innersole and have the heel 
raised with a cemented rubber lift. 
These extras eliminate much of the 
“flat foot” sensation that bothers peo- 
ple accustomed to regular shoes. 

In spring and fall seasons inhabitants 
of the northern bush country wear what 
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it, Clara. I just said, ‘George, you'll 
go hunting over my dead body 
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is probably the lightest storm-resistant 
gear available, a combination of ankle- 
high rubbers and smoke-tanned deer- 
hide moccasins. The moccasins are so 
light and require so littie room in packs 
that travelers carry several pairs for 
changing when they step into deep 
water. The rubbers are simply wiped 
out, no prolonged drying being re- 
quired. 

Rubber-bottomed boots with leather 
tops are popular with hunters, and for 
good reason. They’re comfortable on 
most feet and give adequate protection 
against outside moisture. You can wade 
shallow water or tramp in wet snow 
all day, and turn up at home or camp 
with dry socks. Deep snow causes no 
great moisture problem if leather tops 
are well greased and the seams joining 
the two materials are coated with rub- 
ber cement. Lightweight models of 
these boots are made for sportsmen 
who want to reduce trail fatigue as 
much as possible. 

Rubber-bottomed boots are usually 
worn with two pairs of wool socks. In 
mild weather you can use one pair only 
and take up the extra space with inner- 
soles. These boots are comfortable 
down to about zero as long as you move 
about. I’ve worn them at 10 and 15 
below without being pinched with cold, 
but they are not advised when you sit 
or stand for any length of time. Big- 
game hunters who work both high and 
low ground usually carry a pair of rub- 
ber-bottoms along with the regular 
calk-soled leather type, and change to 
suit the varied walking surfaces they 
encounter. 


oots made with rubber tops and bot- 

toms effectively stop outside mois- 
cure reaching socks to turn them damp 
and cold. This gear may be a little 
heavier than some other types, and it 
may produce more moisture condensa- 
tion. However, the all-rubber boot is 
popular with hunters, and especially 
with those who run rabbits and do not 
have any problem of excessive foot per- 
spiration. This boot is fine for wading 
much deep snow, and the cost is gen- 
erally low. You can expect about the 
same cold protection from this gear as 
trom the half-rubber, half-leather kind 
described above. 

The comparatively new insulated boot 
seems to be the best available type for 
extremely cold weather and for those 
times the temperature undergoes vio- 
lent and sudden changes. It is rubber- 
ized both inside and out, so that each 
surface is immune from foot sweat and 
surface moisture. The insulation sealed 
in between is therefore always dry. The 
single pair of wool socks you wear with 
these boots may get damp from per- 
spiration, but your feet stay warm be- 
cause the heat-retaining ability of the 
boot itself never changes. Some manu- 
facturers of these boots also supply 
insulated socks to use with them in 
drastic conditions of moisture and cold. 

Insulated boots are rather heavy and 
may prove uncomfortable for long hikes 
on mild days. You wouldn’t choose a 
pair for hunting quail and grouse in 
hilly timber. But you should keep this 
gear in mind any time you tool up for 
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® DO .. 
Coleman = 
8 Folding 
Camp Stove 
Outdoor cooking is easy and 
more fun too...backyard snacks, 
picnics, outdoor parties, vaca- 
tions. Cooks like a gas range. 
Lights instantly! No smoke, 
soot, dirt, ashes. Folds up, car- 
ries like a suitcase. 1, 2 and 3- 
burner models. A gift the whole 
family will enjoy. 
Priced as low as 


Coleman 
Floodlight Lantern 
“The Professional,” Model 202 

RUSTPROOF throughout. 
Heavily nickel-plated brass fount; 
stainless steel frame. The finest 
lantern of its kind ever made. A 
real day stretcher. Adds hours of 
fun to nighttime outing. Floods 
100-ft. area with brilliance light. 
Lights instantly. 8 to 10 hours’ 
service at a filling. Stormproof. 
Six different gasoline and kerosene 


burning model, pried $1195 


as low as : 2 , 


® NEW @ 
@ Coleman 
Folding Picnic Table 


and Carrying Case 
= meals in clean comfort, off 
pay deg away from insects 
> ne home utility table too. 
2) Sets up in seconds. All-steel 
‘S construction. Big, smooth top, 

4 sturdy legs. Streamlined carry- 
ing case when folded...carries 4 
stools,extra space for pots, aa 
canned goods, outing gear. 
fine family outing gift. $ 95 

Table, complete 12 4 

Folding Stools extra $2.25 EACH Fi 
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MAIL COUPON: LD The Coleman Company, inc., Dept. 2114. Wichita 1, Kansas 


Please hurry along my free copy of your new Coleman Outdoor Book ‘‘How to Have More Fun on 
Every Outing."’ 


NAME 
ADDRESS__ 


FREE! 

: 

New Outdoor 
Book written 

by famous out- 
doorsmen. Packed 
with useful vacation, 
picnic, hunting, yom tips. 
Mail the coupon now 


See these Coleman “Outing 
Pals’’ at leading Hardware, 
Sporting Goods and Depart- 
ment stores... everywhere. 
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AMAZING TIRE SPECIALS! 


Finest Used Tires! U. S., Goodyear, etc. 
EVERY TIRE FULLY GUARANTEED! tt 
We Sell Only One Grade—The Finest! \ 
FREE TUBE WITH EACH TIRE! 


FOR RUSH SHIPMENT send check or M.O. 
Prices, F.0.8. Phila., Pa. 


Finest Grade, 32 Months Golden Rule Guarantee Bond! 
ESSURE TRUCK TIRES 
$4.69 700-1516) 
$0-16(8) 
700-17 
“17 
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4.09 - 6 
ITEWALLS $1 ea. EXTRA 
MILITARY MUD-SNOW 
Std. Guar. 16 Mos. Rugged Guar. 32 Mos. 
750-20 Std. ...$12.55 
750-20 Rg..... 16. 
ALL WINTER MUD-SNOW PASS. TIRES—$9.95 


JAYDEE TIRE CO., Dept. OL, 2336, Franklin st. 


Philadelphia 33, Pa. 























Burns all night for 5¢ in any weather! Delivers 
over 500 CP with Beam Blade! Safe! Worth $35 
by comparison. Now, only $17.95 (PP)—slightly 
higher West of Miss. 
A. W. THACKER CO. INC., U. S. DIST’B., 
1000-L Western Ave., Pittsburgh 33, Pa. 
Exclusive Dealerships open—write, phone, wire! 
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*Proven the world over 


by the armed forces and 
leading expeditions. 


Direct factory-to- 
you selling makes possible 
these unmatched values in 
highest quality down, dacron, 
wool and kapok sleeping robes. 


FR EE Rng + Catalog 


buha Cutfller 


fake BAUER: seattic 4, Wash. Gap 








made about $960 
last year with my Foley 
equipment sharpening 
950 saws and in my 
spare time.’’ LeoH. Mix, 


Make up to $3 or $5 an Hour 


With a Fote¥ “Automatic “Saw Filer; 
you can file hand, band and circular 
saws so they cut smoother 


small investment. 
Write today—no 
salesman will call. 


FOLEY MFG. CO. 
1254-4 Foley Bidg., Minneapolis 











Nasal Congestion Associated With Head 


Colds May Cause Symptoms Of 


SINUS 


ASTHMA, HAY FEVER 
Amazing New Treatment — FREE TRIAL 
Th-usands have received amazing, fast re- 
lief with this sensational, new treatment, 
from symptoms of hay fever, asthma, 
sinus headaches, pressure in forehead, 
soreness in eyes, cheek bones, top of head, 
back of head and down neck, when caused 
by nasal congestion. Write for 7 DAY 
FREE TRIAL, POSTPAID, no cost or ob- 
ligation to try it except; it is agreed you 
will mail it back, postpaid at end of trial 
period if not amazed with results. 
National Laboratories, Dept. S40A, Galt, Calif. 


Offer not good in California. 
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rigorous weather. Developed originally 
for military use, insulated boots—also 
known as Korea boots—have prevented 
countless cases of frosted and frozen 
feet. There is no drying problem as 
with leather gear. You simply wipe 
out the inside of an insulated boot with 
a cloth and put it back on. 

In evaluating the performance of any 
type of footwear, you should remem- 
ber that feet become damp from two 
sources, outside moisture and perspira- 
tion. When wisely chosen, the gear 
described above will handle the first 
problem. The second may prove trou- 
blesome, but you can solve it (unless 
some abnormal conditicn exists) with 
good management of boots and socks. 

Overdressing is a frequent reason for 
excessive foot sweating. You may put 
on sO many pairs of socks, or such 
extra warm coverings as wool pacs and 
felt boots, that they defeat their own 
purpose. Hunters in particular must 
guard against this error in dressing to 
shoot when they will alternatively walk 
and stand. Boots that are comfortable 
during long waits in cold weather will 
make feet sweaty and damp durirg a 


brisk walk. Then, when you stand 
again, you suffer from cold. 

The remedy for overdressing may 
have to be a compromise in which the 
feet feel a little cool while standing at 
a deer crossing or sitting in a duck 
blind, but won’t perspire profusely on 
the way there. A good balance can 
usually be made after some tests, but 
on a long trip far from your base be 
sure to carry extra gear to put on if 
extra warmth is needed. 

The regular use of foot powder helps 
neutralize the discomforts of foot per- 
spiration, and may even cure them. 
Changing to dry socks in the middle of 
the day is beneficial, but be sure the 
socks are clean. Dirt reduces their 
moisture-absorbing power and also their 
insulating properties. If you lace boot 
tops loosely, more air pumps in and out 
as you walk, carrying some of the 
moisture with it. Innersoles covered 
with wool are doubly helpful; they soak 
up moisture and insulate the bottoms 
of the feet from the cold ground. Carry 
two pairs so one can be drying in camp 
while you wear the other.—Maurice H. 
Decker. 





STAND AT THE PASTURE 


(continued from page 53) 


“Gee, Dale,”’ I said. ““You shot him on 
the fly like a squirrel on the jump from 
one tree limb to the next.” 

“Something like that. Only he was 
out in the clear and just rising broad- 
side over the wall.” 

“And you shot only once?” I asked. 

“Yep. Had the other barrel ready, 
but you can tell when a deer is down 
for keeps—can’t you, Lee?” 

My uncle nodded, then stood up. I 
had more questions to fire at Dale, but 
the noon hour was over. 

Fall came <crly that year. Standing 
in the kitchen one day at sundown, I 
saw native deer ‘or the first time. They 
were outlined against the high pasture 
to the south. Holding my breath, I 
counted 12. They must have been does 
and fawns, for .: couldn’t see horns. 
Then, at a iitle distance, came the 
bucks—a pair larger than all the 
others, and I could just make out the 
thin, rocking-chair outline of their 
racks. 

Uncle Leon came into the kitchen, 
and I called to him to come look at the 
deer. He and Aunt Anna stood behind 
me watching until, in fading light, the 
file of black shapes dipped out of sight 
behind a blur of trees hedging the road. 
Uncle Leon must have sensed my ex- 
citement. He put his hand on my shoul- 
der as if to steady me. 

“The two trailing the herd looked 
like good-size bucks, worth following 
up in the fall,” he said. 

I couldn’t help blurting out, “Do you 
suppose that’s all the bucks there are 
on Turkey Hill, just those two with 
the herd?” 

“Maybe so, Cal,’”’ said Uncle Leon. 
“But my guess is that one of the others 
up ahead was a spike buck and legal to 
shoot at. In that case there’d be one 


apiece for the three of us—providing 
you are able to open with Dale and me 
in November.” 

“Gee,”’ I said. “Do you suppose I 
could, Uncle Leon? And what’s a spike 
buck ?” 

The sun wrinkles were very plain 
and deeply marked as he looked down 
at me, his hand still warm on my shoul- 
der. “‘A spike buck’s a young one with 
just the short spike horns for rack,” he 
said. ‘We'll have to see about it. I'll 
speak to your father next time he’s 
here to visit.” 

The thought that I didn’t have a gun 
made me turn completely around, but 
my uncle reassured me. “Dale will lend 
you something. That single-barreled 16, 
perhaps. Barrel on that’s long enough 
to serve almost as well as a rifle, if you 
use ball cartridge. Dale says the gun 
needs a little fixing up, and I know 
he’d be glad to have you take it back 
to town with you now and ask your 
father to get a gunsmith to do the job.” 

So, with Father’s permission and 
equipped with new felt overshoes, wool 
socks, long underwear, and Dale 
Mathews’ 16 gauge “Long Tom” and 
bali cartridges bearing heavy brass, I 
came back to the farm for the week- 
end of November 15. The season opened 
on Saturday. Uncle Leon’s plans in- 
cluded my coming Friday evening on 
the stage from Holyoke. 

The staj‘e was a high old touring car, 
mud-yellowed but brave, with brass 
radiator and head lamps and a right- 
hand drive. As the trolley I started out 
on made the turn onto High Street, I 
saw the stage waiting at the parking 
place in front of City Hall. There was 
delay for taking on mail and another 
passenger or two. I sat up front on slip- 
pery black leather, my bag stowed 
underneath. 

The driver was a young man with 
sharp nose and chin, and I hoped he’d 
let her out to 40 on the open road. He 
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never said a word all the way to Gran- 
by Center, but the car was making too 
much noise for talk. Its side curtains 
of glassed-in leather were up and their 
clapping sounded above the roar of the 
motor. I felt a steady side sway as we 
gained speed, and an icy draft set my 
teeth to chattering. 

It must have been close to 6 o’clock 
when we pulled into the Center. Uncle 
Leon was waiting. In the early dark I 
could see the tall outline of the buggy 
with its top up, and as I drew closer I 
heard the impatient stomp-stomp of 
Fred, the buckskin Morgan crossbred. 
My uncle had his driving lantern lit 
and the leather side curtains buttoned 
on. He called to me to unsnap Fred 
from the hitching rail. Then the high 
wheels crunched around, and I scram- 
bled up and slid under the buffalo robe. 


;’red, cold from standing, took off at 
a fast trot. Freezing air whipped my 
tace, and with that and the rattle of 
iron tires on gravel it was hard to talk. 
“You warm enough?’ Uncle Leon 
shouted in my ear. 

I nodded but drew the robe even 
higher. It had been a raw day with 
snow in the air, and I was already 
chilled.by the ride from Holyoke. But 
now, on the last lap, I was warm inside 
with the excitement of what lay ahead. 

Aunt Anna had a big meat supper 
waiting. The wood stove in the kitchen 
was warm on my back, so that in no 
time at all I had to take off the new 
sweater Mom had insisted I wear over 
a wool shirt. Uncle Leon said Dale was 
due down for supper that evening to 
complete plans. 

“By the looks of the weather,” he 
added, “it will be colder than ordinary. 
Might even snow before sundown 
tomorrow.” 

“I hope so,” I said. “Then we can 
track them.” 

Uncle Leon smiled. “If we need to. 
You get an open shot and take good 
aim for the shoulder, and tracking 
won't be necessary. It’s best that way, 
Cal.” 

Dale arrived, and the plan worked out 
after supper was to chore an hour early 
and drive by team to the abandoned 
farm on Turkey Hill. From there, cross- 
ing south, it was less than half a mile 
to the high pastures and an old orchard 
where the deer often gathered. Not far 
from there would be my stand, at a 
three-branched runway close to the 
woods’ edge, on a knoll that overlooked 
the pasture wall. 

“That’s close to your stand last 
year,” I said to Dale. 

“Matter of fact, it’s the same one,” 
he told me. 

“Don’t you want it again?” 

“Scouting around, I’ve found another 
one that looks even better,” he said. 
“For the most part, Lee stillhunts, so 
you’re welcome to try the stand at the 
pasture.” 

Last thing before he left, Dale 
cautioned me. ‘‘See that you eat heavy 
at breakfast,’ he said. ‘November 
hunting’s apt to be cold work.” 

Aunt Anna saw I was off to bed 
early, in the front room upstairs. But 
once warm under the goose-down com- 


forters I couldn’t get to sieep. Pictures 
of what might lie in store for us flashed 
across my mind. Once more I saw, 
clearly. as on that day many weeks ago, 
the herd of deer on the skyline. I saw 
the high pastures, the gray, crumbling 
wall, the brown sweeps of grass, the 
bright yellow of chestnut groves before 
the leaves fell. And then, in swift pano- 
rama, the orchard, the runway at 
woods’ edge, and deer coming toward 
me. From under my stand there was a 
great thumping, a regular earthquake. 
I opened my eyes in darkness. Uncle 
Leon was pounding on the wall just 
below, to wake me. 

In the kitchen Aunt Anna was 
getting breakfast amid a vast sizzling 
of ham and eggs frying. Uncle Leon, 
coming in from the barn, asked how I'd 
slept. He seemed to take for granted 
what my answer would be. 

Once outside, the black chill of a No- 
vember morning took hold grimly. I 
shivered with cold and excitement. A 
little later I was high on the spring seat 
of the one-horse light wagon, hunched 
under the robe between Dale and Uncle 
Leon. It was still dark when we turned 
in at the farm. Uncle Leon blanketed 
Fred and hitched him in the shed and 
then we set off for the stand. My 
eyes gradually grew accustomed to the 
dark as we crossed a slope of the 
abandoned farmland. Darkness was 
lifting a little, yielding to that chill 
half-dawn familiar to deer hunters, 
with the woods naked of leaves and 
ghostly in the silver light. At the 
edge of the woods, facing the orchard, 
Dale stopped. I could see the open slope 
now. The wall crossed it, and off to the 
southeast were ancient orchard trees. 

“Here we be,” Dale whispered, and 
he sketched in the lay of the runway. 
“They should come off the ridge to your 
right. If they move according to form, 
they should cross there at the wall. 
Don’t shift around. In two hours or 
such a matter, either Leon or I will 
pick you up.” He made a little gesture 
for luck, and then swiftly and silently 
disappeared through the trees. 


t was still too dark to see any dis- 








tance. For some time I sat warmed | 
by the walk and the excitement. Here I | 


was on Dale’s old stand, getting the 


very chance I’d wanted for more than |} 


a year. Dale’s long-barreled 16 felt 
heavy across my knees, and I raised it 
and sighted at the dark bole of a near- 


by chestnut. Breaking open the breech, | 
I slipped out the shell and worked the | 
hammer, an operation not too easy | 


with my new-shooting mittens slippery 
and stiff from cold. Daylight was com- 


ing and I could make out individual | 


stones in the wall. I was sitting on a 


stump at woods’ edge, low brush pro- 


viding camouflage behind me. 

From somewhere in the direction 
Dale had taken a twig cracked, pistol- 
loud in stillness. I froze, gun loaded and 
ready. I hardly dared turn my head. 
The noise was not repeated. 

Daylight came. An aching chill crept 
inside my overshoes and my fingers 
grew numb against the cold hardness 
of the gun. Half an hour must have 
passed since I had taken the stand and 





Afflicted With Getting Up Nights, 
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs, 
Nervousness, Tiredness. 


If you are a victim of the above symp- 
toms, the trouble may be due to Gland- 
ular Inflammation. A constitutional Dis- 
ease for which it is futile for sufferers to 
try to treat themselves at home. Medicines 
that give temporary relief will not re- 
move the cause of your trouble. 


To men ot middle age or past this type 
of inflammation occurs frequently. It is 
accompanied by loss of physical vigor, 
graying of hair. forgetfulness and often 
.nerease in weight. Neglect of such in- 
tlammation causes men to grow old be- 
fore their time — premature senility and 
possibly incurable conditions 


Most men, if treatment is taken before 
malignancy has developed, can be suc- 
cessfully NON-SURGICALLY treated for 
Glandular Inflammation. If the condition 
is aggravated by lack of treatment, surg- 
ery may be the only chance. 


NON-SURGICAL TREATMENTS 


The NON-SURGICAL treatments af- 
forded at the Excelsior Institute are the 
result of 20 years research by scientific 
Technologists and Competent Doctors. 


The War brought many new techniques 
and drugs. These added to the research 
already accomplished has produced a new 
type of treatment that is proving of great 
benefit to man as he advances in years. 


The Excelsior Institute is devoted ex- 
clusively to the treatment of diseases of 
men of advancing years. Men from all 





walks of life and from over 
1,000 cities and towns have RECTAL 
been successfully treated. COLON 
They found soothing and | are often as- 
comforting relief and a new | sociated with 
zest in life. Glanauilar in- 
#1 = mmation. 
Low cost EXAMINATION “+ can treat 
On your arrival here our «nese for you 
Doctors make a complete ex- at the same 
amination. You then decide if time. 
you will take the treatments 












needed. They are so mild 
they do not require hospitali 
zation. A considerable saving 
in expense 


Write Today for Our > 
The Exeelsior Insti- 
tute has published a 
New FREE Book that 
deals only with dis- 
eases peculiar to men 
Gives factual knowl- 
edge that could prove 
of utmost importance 
to you. There is no 
obligation. Address 





EXCELSIOR !NSTITUTE 
it.1 866 


Excelsior Springs, Mo. 
Gentiemen. Kindly send at once your New 


FREE Book. | am_ yeors old. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery» 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 

Relieves Pain— Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to stop 
bleeding — without surgery. 

In case after case, pain was relieved 
promptly. And, while gently relieving pain, 
actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®) —discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

Now this new healing substance is offered 
in ointment form under the name of 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug stores 
—money back guarantee. “Trade Mark 


MIDDLEMAN 
PROFITS 


MASTER MECHANIC 
PORTABLE LIGHT PLANT 
Push Button Start-—600-700 watts-1i5 
v. 60 eye. AC. Powered by a rugged 2 
hp. easy starting Briggs gas engine. No 
wiring necessary, just piag in and oper- 
ate. Plenty of enrrent for any r 
television, oit burner, 

i 


( ttem 24) 


winding to charge 6 v 
in car trunk. 

power lines. Reg 

1000- 1200 Watt ‘plant (Item 45) same as item 24 
vat with larger generator & engine—50% gre: (ae g 
Send 10¢ for big 1955 Catalog. Free With order. 
factory. 10 y money back guarantee. Send cneck or MO. 


Master Mechanic Mfg. Co., Dept. 28-3, Suriingten, Wis. 


at! Includes voltmeter x? built- in 
ite batteries. t. 75 ibs. Fasily fits 


St99. 50 


NOW INTRODUCING the Only 


Con.slete Self-Contained 


PORTABLE CAMP COOKING KITCHEN 


Compact—Light Weight—Guoranteed 
Serves Big Meals for Four 
You can have more ne for fun with a Low Cost 
Flinson Port-A-Cam the Complete Outdoor 
Kitchen. Here's ny you get: Heat Generating Unit 
(uses gasoline), 8-Cup Aluminum Percolator, 9” 
Plastic Dish, 4 1-Qt. Canisters in Lift Rack, 4 9” 
Plastic Plates, 9” Heavy Duty Skillet, Extra Cooking 
Pan. 4 Plastic Coffee Cups, Salt & Pepper Shakers 
in Holder, Stainless Steel Knives, Forks, Spoons, 
Cake Turner, Can Opener. All of these in one Small 
Unit 10%4” wide, 17” high 83,” long. Net weight 
fully equipped, > @ ape Shipping Weight, 35 Ibs 
Now in a Rough, Sturdy Cabinet that has a Big 
10%,” x 18” Grill and Big Drawers for all Utensils. 


Now Yours for only $34.95 
Send today for your Port-A-Camp or for Free Literature. 
PORTA-BLIND CO. 
Dept. ont Wichita, Kansas 


“42. Senece 


thoes Spartina. Buy 


OUTDOOR LIFE 


ON AMERICA’S NEWSSTANDS THAN BUY 
ANY OTHER MAGAZINE IN THE FIELD 


“60 POWER TELESCOPE $3.98 


VARIABLE EYEPIECE 20X-40X-60X-BRASS BOUND 

NEW! Three telescopes in one, 3 different 
magnifications. 20 power for ul- f\ 

<ra-bright tmages with 40 and 60 power 

for extra long range. Guaranteed 

(o bring distant objects, peo- 

ple, sports events. ships. 

moon, stars, ete. 60 


st pow 
times as close 5 powerful 


for I re near the 
Sections. Closes to 
. long, Contains 4 ground and polished 
. Also used as a powerful compound 
Directions inginded. Mass production 
enab) nes us to ‘ohter this instrument at amazing price of $3.9 
weve ack cuarantee, We pay postar 


CRITERION co. 331 Church St. 
Dept. LTB34 Hartford 1, Conn. 


Nagging Backache 
Sleepless Nights 


Often Due to Kidney Slow- down 


When kidney function slows down, many folks com- 
plain of nagging backache, headaches, dizziness and 
loss of pep and energy. Don’t suffer restless nights 
with these discomforts if reduced kidney function 
is getting you down—due to such common causes as 
stress and strain, over-exertion or exposure to cold. 

finor bladder irritations due to cold or wrong diet 
may cause getting up nights or frequent passages. 

Don’t neglect your kidneys if these conditions 
bother you. Try Doan’s Pills—a mild diuretic. Used 
successfully by millions for over 50 years. It’s amaz- 
ing how many times Doan’s give happy relief from 
these discomforts—help the 15 miles of kidney tubes 
and filters flush out waste, Get Doan’s Pills today! 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


now, from far away, came an echoing 
blast to open the season. 

It was full daylight before the first 
| deer showed. A big doe, gray in gray 
light, she came off the ridge in un- 
hurried approach toward the wall. A 
low bush of some kind grew at its base, 
and she nibbled dead leaves deliberately 


| while I raised the 16 and sighted down 


| that long barrel at her shoulder. 


But, 


| as though sensing my eyes trained on 


her, she snorted, took the wall in a 
graceful standing leap, and was gone 
down the slope toward the orchard. I 
held the gun ready, hammer raised, and 
only after minutes of frozen waiting 
did I relax enough to feel a shaking in 
my arms and legs. If a buck had fol- 
lowed, I couldn’t have sighted on him. 


had read stories of hunters so taken 

by buck fever that they racked 
the shells from their guns, and I had 
dismissed such tales as rank exaggera- 
tions, but now I wasn’t sure. The trem- 
bling persisted. 

I half turned to look up the ridge 
along the runway. The runway came 
into the pasture from a screen of alder 
at the woods’ edge 20 feet away from 
me. The aider grew thick, and here and 


| there was the bone-wide stub of a dead 


| was far 


branch... or 
antler? 
Suddenly, far off to the right, a 
crackling in dry brush made me freeze. 
Deer were coming to the wall. They 
came in single file, slow and easy like 
so many Jersey cows. The wind must 
have been right, for they were not 
startled. One by one they cleared the 
wall—-does and fawns, some gray as 
the stone itself, others a lighter tan, 
flashing the white of half-lifted flags as 
they made their jumps. A spike buck 
in the very center of the file of 12 
turned his head, letting light between 
his four-inch prongs—-and I realized 
my chance had come. But as I leaned 
forward, trembling, he cleared the wall. 
Once the early excitement has 
passed, a bitter November chill can 1n- 
vade a deer stand. For long minutes I 
sat on my stump, taut as though wired 
to it. There was a dull pain in my fin- 
gers and toes, but the disappointment 
worse—that, and knowing I'd 


could that one be an 


| have to say I'd missed my chance. 


A thought came that I might move 
nearer to the orchard, offering as ex- 
cuse a need to warm myself. ‘Then if 
Dale checked the runway for tracks, I 
could report having seen only the first 
doe, not the herd of 12. But there was 


| Uncle Leon trusting me to act like a 


| real 
| voice telling my 
| stay put until ready to be picked up. And 
| Dale too had treated me like a grown- 


hunter. I could hear again his 


father I'd be one to 


up, given me the best stand on tie hill. 
i stayed put. 

From time to time, shots had come 
rolling, but none came from the hill 
where my elders were. Then, just after 
a distant flurry, a heavy blast sounded 
from the ridge above and a second fol- 
lowed. Off to my right there was a loud 
cracking, and a grey old swamp buck 
showed in the alder fringe. Even in dull 
light the sweep of his rack gleamed 


| yellow as he ran from the shot, flying 


down the ridge on the runway beside 
the wall. 

I raised the hammer and swung on 
him. The blasting recoil rocked my 
shoulder. The buck, broadside in a 
soaring leap over the wall, checked and 
toppled, disappearing behind stone. For 
a long minute I sat watching the open- 
ing he would have to cross before being 
hidden by the pasture slope. He didn't 
show. 

From up the ridge came a sharp 
whistle, a signal from Dale. I tried to 
whistle back but couldn’t make a sound. 
The signal was repeated from far 
across the ridge. That was Uncle Leon 
I heard brush crackle behind me and 
turned to see Dale’s red coat in the 
alde~e, T waved and waited until he got 
to me. 

“, .eard you shoot,” 
happened ?” 

My voice sounded high and light in 
my ears, the words of someone else. 
“I’m not sure,’ I told him. “I shot as 
I didn’t see him 


he said. “What 


he jumped the wall. 
again.” 

At a time like this Dale wasn’t one 
H pulled away, and 
on his heels. At the 
so suddenly I nearly 


to stand around. 
I followed close 
wall he stopped 
pitched into him. 

“There’s your buck, Cal,” he said. 
“Laid out like for a picture, and he’s a 
good one.”’ 

I came closer, leaning on the stone. 
The buck lay on his side, neck out- 
stretched, the yellow rack with its 
bone-white tips outlined against the 
brown, cropped grass. He looked big to 
me, sleekly rounded, and I felt a rush 
of joy and pride as if my chest would 
burst. Dale clambered over and bent 
down. 

“Caught him behind the shoulder a 
mite far back, but not too far.” He 
turned gravely to shake hands. 

When Uncle Leon joined us, there 
was praise from him too. Then there 
followed a lesson on cleaning out a 
buck. Dale reported on his own kill 
back on the ridge. Circling to check 
my stand, he’d jumped the pair from 
thick stuff, shot and downed one, and 
missed the one that came on to me. 


| Seer after the bucks were hung in 
the shed, we went out for the eve- 
ning shoot. But the action was over. 
Uncle Leon didn’t get his buck until a 
week later, on a drive by Dale. 

We came in near dusk and loaded the 
kill and made our start to the home 
farm. I confessed to the buck fever that 
had let the spike buck get by. Dale and 
Uncle Leon agreed that my failure then 
might Lave been a good thing. 

“You got it over with on the spike 
buck,”’ Dale said. ‘‘When the big one 
came along, you was locsened up some 
and more nearly ready. Buck fever’s 
funny. It seldom comes on you twice 
running.” 

At any rate, loosened up or not, I'd 
taken my first buck—not a standing 
buck but running, going over the wall. 
Uncle Leon wasn’t one to say much 
but on that long, cold trip down Tur- 
key Hill in the growing dark, I could 
sense that he was proud of me, and 
perhaps that was best of all. THE END 





ADVENTURE FOR $48 


(continued from page 68) 


around our campfire. Joe sat up, then 
reached over and jabbed Beddoe in the 
ribs. “Quit it,” he said. ‘“‘That snore of 
yours is scaring the bears.” 

The invader nosed around a few min- 
utes, then padded off toward the lake. 
Peace returned, but not for long. I 
turned restlessly and lighted a ciga- 
rette. Arne’s snore broke off and he 
jerked up as if stabbed. 

“Morning already?” he _ inquired 
eagerly, waking up the others in our 
tent. The strangeness quickly wore off 
after that first night, and later we got 
some of the deepest and most restful 
sleep of our lives. 

Daylight was gray, cold, and drizzly. 
But after a breakfast of flapjacks, 
chop suey, and fried trout, Joe and 
Paul went to explore the south end of 
the lake while Norm and I followed the 
shore north, intending to try our luck 
around some ledges we'd spoited half- 
way up the gut. 

Pretty soon Norm pointed to the 
shore. ‘‘Looks like an Indian canoe,”’ 
he said. 

We went in. That’s what was, and 
beneath it was a cache of traps and 
other gear. Norm kicked something on 
the ground. 
wear skull,” he said. He looked 
around a bit and came back with half 
a dozen similar skulls. ‘meanwhile, I'd 
dug into the cache and came up with a 
fishhook. What a hook! It was the 
equivalent of an 8/0 and looked like 
just the thing for tuna. Lashed to the 
back of the nook was a_piece of carved 
wood bent somewhat in the shape of a 
boomerang. 

“It’s a lure,’’ Norm said. 

“‘Let’s see if it will lure any fish,” 
suggested. 

So we tied the huge rig to a rough 
piece of board and while Norm paddled 
like mad I trolled it behind the canoe. 
About 20 feet out in the lake something 
hit the Indian outfit a terrific wallop. 
Hand over hand, I hauled in a ftive- 
pound laker. 

Norm gaped. “You know,” he said, 
“these fish are crazy.” 

“More fish,” I replied, 
crazy like this.” 

All that week we threw everything 
we had at the fish, and everything pro- 
duced — flies, streamers,  bucktails, 
spoons, wobblers, bass plugs, and an 
assortment of spinners from _ tiny 
Colorados to the giant leaf jobs. There 
was one exception. Worms. We'd 
brought along a good supply, just in 
case, but we could have -saved the 
weight. We figured the trout in that 
lake just don’t know what worms were. 
And, strangely enough, the lake yielded 
nothing but trout—lakers and square- 
tails. The brookies were plentiful and 
scrappy, but not large. The best we got 
was a pound and a half, but no one 
complained about that. 

Bud came up with a theory about 
that while fishing a streamer in fairly 
shallow water. A good brookie tied 
into it fast, and Bud was working him 
toward the boat when a huge shadow 
flashed up from below. The brookie, 


“should be 


which had given up the fight, dashed 
off to the right. 

“Hey,” Bud squalled, “there’s a big 
laker chasing my brookie.”’ 

The terrified squaretail zoomed back 
and forth while the monster 
slashed at him time and again. Paul 
put a stop to it by lobbing a spoon into 
the turmoil. The laker veered away 
from the brookie and nailed the lure, 
but right then, the smaller trout zigged 
when the big fellow zagged and there 
was a wild mix-up of crossed lines and 
thrashing fish. Finally Paul landed 
the laker and Bud netted the brookie. 

“Look how racy he is,” said Bud. 
“You know, I think the trouble is these 
lakers simply run the squaretails to 
death.” It may be. 

Considering what raw recruits we 
were to wilderness living, it’s surprising 
that none of us got into trouble. There 
was only one slightly worrisome inci- 
dent on the whole trip, and that came 


Part of the gang assembles for morning 
coffee. Left to right, Ernie Carlson, 
Don Pewers, Trot Trottier, Bob Beddoe, 
Joe Hines, and Paul Baldwin. That’s a 
bear skull stuck on pole in foreground 


when Norm, Joe, Bob, and I struck off 
cross-country looking for a smaller 
pond we'd spotted from the air. We got 


| 


laker | 


so interested watching moose that came | 


down to wade the shallows that we got 
off our course and wound up on a rise 
of ground surrounded by wilderness. 

Fortunately we had a small pocket 
compass, and by dutifully following its 
quivering needle we cut into our own 
trail and eventually were welcomed 
back to camp amid a chorus of unkind 
gibes and guffaws. We didn’t take any 
more side trips. 

When Saturday came and a speck 
that appeared in the sky rapidly turned 
out to be Phil’s plane, there were a lot 
of memories locked up in the heads of 
11 guys waiting on the beach. Nobody 
said much as we loaded our gear 
aboard and took a long look at the 
campsite which soon wouldn’t show a 
trace of our coming and going. But as 
we leveled off above the great sweep 
of forest, Don spoke. 

“Uve heard of another 
north of here, right around Hudson 
Bey,” he said..-“They tell me it’s got 
trout in it that hit 100 pounds. Maybe 
we ought to try it next year.” 

Maybe we will, now that we've got 
48 bucks’ worth of savvy tucked away 
under our belts. THE END 


WI 
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HEARING BAD? 


If so, you will be 

happy to know how 

we have improved the 

hearing and relieved 

those miserable head 

noises, caused by ca- 

tarrh of the head, for 

thousands of people 

(many past 70) who 

have used our simple 

Elmo Palliative Home 

Treatment in the past 

16 years. This may be 

the answer to your 

prayer. NOTHING TO WEAR. Here are 
SOME of the symptoms that may likely 
be causing your catarrhal deafness and 
head roises: Head feels stopped up 
from mucus. Dropping of mucus in 
throat. Hawking and spitting. Mucus 
in nose or throat every day. Hearing 
worse with a cold. Hear — but don’t 
understand words. Hear better on clear 
days. Worse on rainy days. Head noises 
like crickets, bells, whistles, clicking, 
escaping steam or many other soun 
If your condition is caused by catarrh 
of the head, you, too, may likely enjoy 
such a relief as many others 
have reported. WRITE TODAY FOR 
PROOF PAND 30 DAY TRIAL OFFER. 


THE ELMO COMPANY 
_DEPT. SOL9 DAVENPORT, tOwa 


Now "Gaahebtnee as EXTRA 
Sales Bonus to Men Who 
Show the Amazing Presto 
Fire Extinguisher! 





$71.50 
17-JEWEL 


HOOSE from two famous $71.50, 17-Jewel Benrus 
Models--man’s BENRUS CALENDAR (yellow rolled 
gold case i time. date. and day) or woman’s DIA 
MOND AMY (stunning white rolled gold case with REAL 
DIAMONDS). Either one is yours FREE as an EXTRA 
Sales Bonus when you sell the amazing V’reste Fire Ex 
tinguisher 
Presto agent H. J. Kerr made $20 a day profit: W. I 
Wydallis $15.20 an hour; €. Kama $1,000 @ 
month--showing amazing new l’resto Fire Ex 
tinguisher. Tiny ‘Presto about the size of 
fly ) does job of bulky units that « 
8 much, are & times heavier 
ast as 2 seconds. Sells for only $3.‘ 
Guaranteed for 20 years! 


Show it to owners of homes 


™ extra bonus plan 

you want . reg ruse Presto 

to use as a demonstrator, send $2.50. Money 

MER cire INDUSTRIES. 
a St.. New Y¥ 

Ad. 371 


. w. Y~. Ui 
Dowd St.. Montreal 1 








Ask Dealers for “Stemmler’s’- 


FINE BOWS and ARROWS 
SELECTED RAW MATERIALS 


Catalog Sc; Hand-Book, it- 
lustrated on moking and 
Shooting Archery—7 5c. 

LE. STEMMLER CO. 


Manorville (BoxO) L.1..N.Y 

















on ALASKA SLEEPING BAGS 


There is an Alaska Sleeping Bag to fit every need 
weather condition and pocketbook. First choice of 
sportsmen and ane joorsmen everywhere. Lowest fac- 
tory prices. Write for fre@ catalor ing Down 
Wook, Kapok Dac ron filled sleeping bags, air mat- 
tresses, Dewn insulated garme =e" a Susremtoes to "sat 
isfy. Bags from $¥.98 to $103. 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG Slign = 
ING 
A 





i Alaska Sleeping Bag Co. 
309 S.W. 3rd Ave., Portland 4, Ore. 
RUSH FREE “Sleeping Bag 


Bargain” Catalog to 
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DOGS 


McDOWELL LYON 


COON DOGS AT LEAFY OAK 


\ J e're sometimes inclined to think 
of coon hunters and their 
hounds as nocturnal beings who 

prowl the fields and woods every year 

when the harvest moon is high. That’s 
true to some extent, but actually many 
of these sportsmen are out in the sun- 
shine during the greater part of the 
year enjoying their dogs at field trials. 

In some areas trials are put on every 

week-end, and the competitive fervor 

they build up comes to a climax at 
great shows like the 27th annual Leafy 

Oak National Coondog Field Trial 

which was run near Mansfield, Ohio, 

over the Labor Day week-end. 

More than 400 dogs from 14 states 
competed for the trophies and the 
$20,000 in prize money offered at this 
trial, and the spectacle attracted 6,000 
coon-dog enthusiasts. Visitors began 
arriving three days before the event 
started, and as they pitched their tents 
and put up their lean-tos they created 
a temporary village half a mile long 
and a quarter of a mile wide. 

Sportsmen who aren't familiar with 
top-flight trials like this one may be in- 
terested in knowing how they’re run 
and also something about the events 
they feature. The*winning dog is deter- 
mined by a process of elimination 
which takes him through initial, semi- 
final, and final races. The initial races 
constitute junior, senior, and claiming 
heats, and the dogs competing in them 
are classified by age and entry. Ten 
dogs are run in each heat, and of these 
two or three qualify for the semifinals 
in their class. Then all the class win- 
ners compete in the finals. 


he initial heats, which at Leafy Oak 

numbered 46 are run over i-mile 
courses. The semifinals go to 114 miles, 
and the finals to 2% miles. A total of 
69 miles of trail was laid out over 
Leafy Oak’s spacious grounds. The 
heats are run mostly through woods, a 
highly scented stick and fresh coon 
hide being used to lay an artificia: scent 
from the starting point to a tree where 


112 


OUTDOOR LIFE 


a live coon is hidden on a limb—safely 
out of reach. 

About 50 yd. from the tree a white 
cord is stretched on the ground across 
the trail line. The first two dogs to 
cross this line are known as first and 
second-line dogs, and as such qualify 
to run in later heats. The first dog that 
barks at the tree in which the coon 
has been placed is the winning tree or 
timber dog. Two judges are stationed 
at the tree and two at the line. This 
year Leafy Oak had a camera at the 
line ready to take photographs of close 
finishes. 

A large circle is roped off around 
the tree, and the gallery watches both 
line and tree finishes 
from outside this 
enclosure. Handlers 
of competing dogs 
sit in chairs behind 
the tree. Both they 
and the spectators 
are obliged to main- 
tain absolute silence 
as the dogs ap- 
proach, lest a word 
or sound cause a 
dog to bark at the 
tree when otherwise 
he might have kept 
quiet. The story is 
told of a newspaper 
photographer, impa- 
tient for tree action, 
who once gave out 
with an imitation 
bark he’d used be- 
fore to animate 
bench-show dogs. 

He got tree action, 
all right, but it’s a 
wonder he lived 
long enough to de- 
velop his films. Si- 
lence is definitely 
the order of the day 
at this critical mo- 
ment. 

Since 
the trail 
portant 


speed on 
is an im- 
factor in 


=r 


Doby hits the tree in 2%-mile final championship stake. 
His proud owner, Roy H, Gatts of Scio, Ohio, stands by 


this competition, many of the entered 
dogs have been bred with that in mind. 
While they all will bark tree, they 
aren’t always as open-mouthed either 
at timber or on the trail as the hounds 
that make night cooning such a pleas- 
ure. This was emphasized in Leafy 
Oak’s 19th heat. 

A dog named Tuck shot over the line, 
followed closely by Sammy Jay and 
two other hounds. They all seemed to 
know that a tree was at the end of the 
line and that a coon was in it. Though 
two of them lofted on the tree, neither 
did any talking about it. Dogs are 
given five minutes to designate the 
tree, then the award is made. Suddenly 


Photo by Herm David 
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out of the woods came Danny Eoy, and 
I heard several ringsiders say, “It’s all 
over now.” It was. Danny was dead 
on the trail and opened up about J9 ft. 
from the tree, hitting it hard and high. 

Danny Boy, owned by Garfield Har- 
rington of Pennsylvania, has beer one 
of the greatest tree dogs of all time. 
I believe he’s won over 200 tree finals 
an almost incredible achievement. Age 
has taken its toll of the dog, and he 
can’t foot it anymore with the young- 
sters, but youngsters can’t afford to 
hesitate for long or to make any mis- 
takes when Danny is around for he 
always means business. 

Another interesting incident hap- 
pened in one of the heats. A big, fast 
dog came over the line, and by his man- 
ner gave every indication of being 
headed directly for the tree. But an- 
other dog was coming up swiftly, and 
when this challenger got within the 
last few yards the big dog turned and 
took a slash at him-——as if to say, “Lay 
off that tree, it’s mine!” Meanwhile a 
little black and tan hound slid by and 
nailed the timber. 

The Leafy Oak trial started off with 
All Star winning first tree and second 
line, while a dog named Black Powder 
took first line. Results like that ex- 
plain why it is that sometimes only 
two dogs qualify in a heat offering 
three awards. I made a check of the 
trial’s 46 heats and found that in 25 
one of the line dogs also got the tree 
award. The timber award doesn’t al- 
ways go to the fastest dog 


he third day’s running brought us 

to the semifinals. The course was 
lengthened and a new tree designated. 
At these big trials a dog is never al- 
lowed near the final tree until his race, 
and is never run in to the same tree 
twice. There’s good reason for this. 
These hounds are smart, and if they 
got a hint of the final tree’s location 
they’d be quite likely to cut trail and 
head directly for it. 

I’m often asked if field-trial man- 
agers have judges posted along a trail 
to make sure the dogs actually run it. 
The answer is no, and the reason lies 
in the trail itself—-the only lead a dog 
has to where the final tree is located. 
The trail isn’t straight; it twists and 
turns through the woods. Hence, if a 
dog chooses to play off the trail he does 
so at his own risk, for any detours he 
may take could easily prevent him 
from reaching the tree ahead of his 
competition. 

Sometimes a heat will wind up with 
more than one tree dog—as it did in 
the first of the semifinals at Leafy Oak. 
Oklahoma Blue came over the line first, 
thereby qualifying as line winner. But 
right behind him in a close group came 
Doby, Poppin Johnny, anid Georgia 
Rock, and they hit the tree almost as 
one dog. 

In the last of five consolation heats 
a dog named Jump came through fast 
over the line but was beaten to the 
tree in the final 50 yd. by Mr. Black. 
Only first tree and first-line awards 
were made in these runs. 

Of the 73 dogs that qualified for the 
semifinals, 15 came through for the 








Guard his health with Sergeant’s 


You’re always a hero in your dog’s 
eyes. Surely his love and devotion 
deserve the safe, sure protection of 
Sergeant’s dog care products. There’s 
one for nearly every need! 

Sergeant’s VITAPETS, for in- 
stance. These vitamin capsules pro- 
mote healthy growth and help guard 
his health at this time when cold 
weather is on the way. Effective and 
inexpensive, one capsule a day pro- 
vides the correct proportion of vita- 
mins to keep your dog in the best of 
condition. 


Use Sergeant’s dog care products 





for an easy answer to fleas, worms, 
skin irritations, too. Veterinarian 
tested, Sergeant’s poducts have been 
relied on for 77 years by millions of 
dog-owners. 

FREE: Sergeant’s Dog Book answers 
all questions on dog health, feeding, 
care and training. Get your copy 
today at any drug or pet counter or 
just write Sergeant's. 

Life at both ends of the leash is 
happier when you use... 


Sergeant's Wa" 


RICHMOND 20, VIRGINIA 





PROTECT YOUR DOG, Top-quality COLLARS (addressed) | 


Double saddle leath- 
ed, riveted 








recisic { 
num Lock-Snap. $2.95. 3—$8. dregs stampe ( 
aluminura 30 ANCHOR CHAIN, See ing $1.35 ° 
eye st $1.6: $7.25. 

LLOYD’ S REINFORCED CHAIN 
1492 S. Woodward Birmingham 7, Mich. 





“NATIONAL” 
HOUSEBREAKING SCENT 


HOUSEBREAK YOUR PUPPY 


Guaranteed to quickly - safely 
housebreak your puppy or money 
back! So simple. nothing to give . . . 
2. dPous on newspaper—inside or out 
—you pick the spot. Reaction is fast! 
Grown dogs go when and where you 

wish—on walks—trips—in apartments—ete. ! Elimi- 

nate muss—fuss . . . save your temper. Order by 

mail—Today $2.00 postpaid. Air Mail, 50c extra 

PACIFIC COAST SCENT CO. 
§ 6555 E. Compton Bivd.,. Compton 7, Calif. 
39 OTHER SCENTS - DEALERS JOBBERS waite 








HUNTING COCKERS 


What better way to say 


erry Xmas 


than with a friendly, 
merry, pedigreed Puppy 
From 6 Months to a Year Old 
Prices $50 and Up 
BEROL LODGE KENNELS (AKC) 
710 E. 14th St. New York 9, N. Y. 
Kennels in Westchester—Blair Crowell, Mgr. 


|HUNTING DOG BELL and STRAP 51. 


Size suitable for Beagle or Bird Dog. 
Field-tested for sound, weight, size, Lo- 
ates dog in dense cover. Insurance against 
trigger-happy hunters, Many say 





















delightful tinkle makes birds lie 
closer, Bell metai, highly polished 
serisitive double clapper. Riveted 
to strap for correct position, Adj 
from 10”-22". Priee complete $1.00; 
6 for $5.00; postpaid. 

COrPERIZED SHEEP BELL-—30c ea. Eng. ACME THUN- 
DERER WHISTLE 60c, SNAP-ON NECK CORD We EXTRA, 
tug. ACME SILENT WHISTLE $1.50. SANBORN SILENT 
2 TONE WHISTLE-$2.25 


W HISTLE-—$2.2 a. SANBORN 
ea. NICKEL PL‘ TED MILITARY WHISTLE with aeck loop— 
$1.00 ea. BURR R©MOVI BRU Le $3. 25, fine hooked 
| wires break ap burrs. RESCO DOC LIPPERS 
j ea. FREE CAT OG hundreds dog ond ps items. 


| | WARNER PRODUCTS COMPAR, Dept. L, Beldwinevitte, N.Y. 











tance. 36” Metal bead neck chain $1.00 extra. No C. 
SANBORN PRODUCTS Co. 








#9 
ULTRA-SONIC 
SILENT DOG 

WHISTLE 


Price $2.25. Will not disturb game or neighbors. MOST POWERFUL SILENT TYPE WHISTLE ON MARKET. 
Most effective for Field Trials, close hunting, neighborhood calling up te V4 mile. Humans can hear for short dis- 
0. ' 


Box 132, Dept. P-12 


Mentor, Ohio 
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«, 
Kills Fleas 
* nn 

and “B.O: 
WHILE PETS SNOOZE 

Giv® your dog luxurious * 
comfort, relief frem scratching, death to 
fleas, restful sleep in cedar fragrance. It’s 
fresh aroma isa joy todogs, pleasant toyou. 
Do away with messy powders and sprays. 

Pets prefer Flea-Scat Pad to softest 
chair. Long-lasting, effective for months. 
Then replace flea-killing inner pad and it’s : 
good as new. Money- Guarantee. 


Packed in 
Christmas 
Gift Box 


Regular, 15x28 in. $2.98; Super, 28x36 in. $4.98; 


xtra inner pad $1.50. Extra inner pad $2.95 


pon nn 
uid Chaperone K ceps dogs and eats out of gardens. $1. 
ponder Chaperone “pve dogs off chairs, beds, rugs. $1. 


SEND NO MONEY-~Order C.0.D., or send cheek and 
we'll pay postage. Order Now, avoid the holiday rush! 


SUDBURY LABORATORY. 


, Box 656, S 
Stores: Write for Special Offer. 


South Sudbury, Mass. 





KENNEL FENCE 


with Permanence Built-in 


AT L AS SECTIONAL 


WRITE FOR CATALOG K-53 


ATLAS FENCE COMPANY 
VENANGO & CEDAR STREETS, PHILA. 34, PA. 


Manvfocturers of industrial and Residential Fence 





GUN DOGS 


HUNTERS, I have 
a few ovtstanding 
setters & pointers, 
males & females, 
close, medium and 
wide rangers, from 
3 to 6 years old, 
well trained, easy 
to handle and a 
pleasure to shoot 
over, with and 
without papers. Write me, I will describe each 
individual dog. I also offer a complete training 
course on gun dogs only. All faults corrected. 
Terms reasonable 


sxsstn, BILL A. MOORE 


OUTSTANDING 


ILLINOIS 











FLASH! GREAT BEAGLE NEWS! 


beagle Hounds Are Most t amous , Pop. 
ular and y lerjor o- 
hile an 


fet N 

Sportsman Me 
uring Greatest 
For Sale, Most r 
rie working, 
running, training 
show reports, Sample Copy ¢ 
Twelve Monthiu lssues o 
Save 
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od Rathit Hound Trai Formula, 
by E. A. Kopp, with over 40 vears of beagling experience. Posi- 
t*vely insures, Against Gup-Shyness, Price only $1.00 o COD ’s. 
“ei AGLE HOUND SPORTSMAN. Desk 0, Johnson Creek, Wis. 
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HOW TO— 
BREAK DOGS!! 
TRAIN DOGS!! 


You can now stop your dog from running Deer, Rabbit, 
Skunk, Fox or Coyote. Merely swab his nose with our 
original animat musk daily for short period which makes 
your dog disgusted with the animai you don't wart him 
to run. Will not harm or pain dog in any way! Sure resuits! 
TRAIN DOGS IN FEW DAYS! 

You can break your dog by the above method. Or, if you 
wish to hunt any of these animats, including Coon, musks 
can be used to lay trails. 1 oz.—$1.25; 4 oz.—$4.00; 
8 oz.—$7.00 Postpaid. 

ORDER TODAY! 4-PAGE 
MUSK TO — muen To. 


BREAK DOGS Price TRAIN DOGS 

Coon 

Rabbit 
Fox 

No C.O0.D.'s—Sorru. 


COBLESKILL, N. Y. 


PETE RICKARD = 30x 15 
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final. The winning hounds were paraded 
on the stand and then loaded into a 
truck to be taken to the starting line 
21% miles distant from the tree. A gal- 
lery standing five and six deep crowded 
around the roped-off enclosure circling 
the tree, and the 15 owners lined up 
tensely behind the timber. The winner 
could be anyone’s guess at this point. 

Soon the dogs could be heard coming 
along the trail. As one or another gave 
tongue its owner’s face would brighten 
and knowing spectators would nod to 
one another. Then it became evident 
that two dogs were in the lead and 
running close together. Sure enough, 
out of the woods they came and over 
the line—the red streak was Doby and 


| the blue was Quaker Smoke, scarcely a 


length behind. They hit the tree in that 
order, and they hit it hard. It was a 
terrific finish, and where a second be- 
fore the woods had been as silent as a 


| wilderness they now echoed loudly with 
| excited whoops and shouts of praise 
|and congratulations. 


Doby is a red-coated crossbred hound 


| of great speed and power. Owned by 


& 


Roy H. Gattis of Scio, Ohio, he is known 
in the parlance of the dog world as a 
“pick-up dog,” which means that he 
was a chance buy, but thus far he has 
accounted for 17 field-trial finals. In 
the Leafy Oak contest he was first-line 
and first-tree dog, winning the trophies 
and $1,300. He is classified as a senior 
dog in age. 

Quaker Smoke’s great finish came 
as no surprise, for even though the dog 
is a junior he demonstrated his speed 
in the elimination heats and proved 
himself as a first-class tree dog. He 
was first over the line in his junior 
heat and second at the tree in his semi- 
final. A well-made bluetick, he is 
owned by Henry Arick of Quaker City, 
Ohio, who collected the trophies and 
$800 and served notice that he and his 
hound are a pair to be reckoned with 
at future trials—-particularly when the 
distance lengthens. 

It was a beautifully handled trial, 
and a great treat for coon-dog ad- 
mirers, thanks largely to management 
capabilities of Ray Wert, his assistants, 
and the judges.—McDowell Lyoi. 





RELUCTANT BEAR 


(continued from page 39) 


strains crossed with Airedale, opened 
hot very soon thereafter. The chase be- 
gan near my stand, and it was going 
uphill, so my only hope was that a wild 
boar or bear might cut back from the 
ruckus. Then Doc Jernigan came up 


the road, and I figured Doc’s passage, # 


| added to my presence, would warn any 
| game away from this stand. 


| creek from us. 


Doc and I listened to the hounds. 
They seemed to be sight-running, going 
up Rough Ridge, half a mile across the 
If the game——boar or 


bear—-should turn to the right, it would 


| soon be across the North Carolina line. 





Then there would be no extradition 
proceedings, for the North Carolina 
season was still closed. But should it 
turn to the left, there was a chance we 
could jump in the car, drive down and 
across the creek, and up the other side 
to head it off. Neither of us had any 
idea what the dogs were running. 

We got in my car and raced a 
quarter of a mile up the road to an- 
other good listening point. John Lovin, 
the game protector, soon bounced up 
in his jeep truck. He didn’t want .a 
Tennessee bear to leave the state, and 
was trying to figure some way to pre- 
vent it. 

“Which 
boar ?” 

“Bear,” he said. 

“How do you know?” 

“Boars don’t run on that mountain, 
only bears.” 

Well, that was different. These wild 
boars are big game, capable of running 
20, even 30 miles to win a chase. 


you reckon it is, bear or 


| They’re the ancient European breed, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


|a buffalo 


imported and stocked before World 
War I. They've interbred to some ex- 
tent with wild razorbacks, but the re- 
sult compares with the domestic pig as 
would with a dairy cow. 


These wild pigs commonly gut dogs, 
charge hunters, and are reputed to be 
more dangerous than a bear and 
equally hard to kill. Still, I was glad 
to find that I was bear hunting. 

“That bear ain’t letting the dogs bay 
him,” John said. 

We could hear them going fast and 
voicing the unmistakable wildness of 
dogs that are sight-running. Appar- 
ently the bear would pause, threaten 
the dogs, and run some more. 

“Any standers higher up?” I asked 
John. 

“Yes, but only three,’’ John said. 
“I’m afraid that bear’s going on into 
North Carolina unless we can turn 
him.” 

“What can we do?” 

“One of you stay here,” John said, 
“in case he turns down this side. The 
other come with me.” 

Doc Jernigan decided to reirrain. I 
went with John, who had really been 
taken with the excitement. We were 
off at a speed that tossed the cab of 
the truck at me from the side, from 
the windshield, the top, and the bottom. 
Two intense efforts were required—-one 
to keep my head from banging against 
the cab, the other to protect my rifle 
sight from being knocked out of align- 
ment. I tried to put the hood over the 
front sight to protect it, but I couldn’t 
even catch the end of the barrel. 

Up nearly to the top we stopped to 
listen, and John came to a decision in 
an instant. He turned the jeep around 
by hanging the front end over a bluff, 
backing, then jerking forward again 
with wheels cramped to avoid a sure 
death. Then we pounded down the 
mountainside again. At a switchback 
where the road crossed the creek was 
a level space, remains of a logging 
grade of 40 years ago. 

John jumped from the truck and ran 
out on this grade on tiptoe. I followed, 
imitating his stealth, We were close 
to the chase, but how John intended 
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DOES YOUR DOG 


TREE COON ? 


When your dog eg rs a coon e 
there My coon in the tree? Be sure. 
{ se a STA-DRI ‘Coon Squaliler. 
Makes Coons shine their eyes and 
leave tree on own accord. Coon 
squaliler and complete tnstructions 
only $3.00 postpaid. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Rush your order now. 
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STA-DRI Mig. Co., Rt 4, Box 14, Independence, Mo. 

Redbones, Blacktans, 

Blueticks, Foxhounds, 

Rabbithounds, Bea- 

johownds. 3ird dogs. Puppies all breeds. 
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Did you get the — last Season? Buy from a man who started 

hunting, and trainis ue do when he was fifteen years old. 
very dog sold on trial oO“ s ‘of the bunting breeds 

COON ..... -$25.00 COMBINATION . .$20.00 

SEMI-SILENT . $20.00 SQUIRREL $15.00 
WADSIT: o . ckis ox S36.00 FOX... .. cscs $25.00 


10 DAYS TRIAL 
Write for literature containing terms of sale 
J. N. RYAN KENNEL 


MURRAY KENTUCKY 


PRE-FAB DOG HOUSES 


SENSATIONAL VALUES 
COLLAPSIBLE — PORTABLE 


You can vow easily afford a new home 
for your pet. Webb's pre-fab houses are 
sturdy, warm, waterproof. New cube 
side-door design. ‘‘Sun-Porch™’ roof 
Various sizes. If not displayed at your 
dealers, write for free picture price folder 
THE WEBB COMPANY. Box 184-OL, DREXEL, MO. 


IRISH WATER SPANIELS 


5 mos. CHAMPION BLOODLINES 
NATURAL HUNTERS, Field or Stream 


MALES—$S50 FEMALES—$35. 
ROBERT lL. STEVENSON 
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ORLEANS NEBRASKA 
RAT TERRIER 
PUPPIES 


Reasonable, smaliit generat 
purpose dogs. Natural ratters 
and fine house pets. Large 
type make excetient squirrel 
dogs. Variety of colors. 

, Send dime for photos and 
literature. 


KENNY’S KENNELS 
ST. JOHN 2 KANSAS 
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4 WHILE FEMALES ARE IN SEASON v 2EO 
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). ASK YOUR DEALER OR 
SEND #/.00 oR BOTTLE POSTPAID 
mat P/IERPONT PRODUCTS CO. DEPT. 11 
P.O. Box 56, Boston 90, Mass. 

























for Coon, Fox. rabbits and com 
bination game, We offer blac 
and tans, blueticks, Redbenes 
Walkers Goodmans, Beagles 
and others. Write for free pie 
ture list showing types and 
breeds, price list, etc. Shipped 
with trial at reasonsble prices 


OKAW RIVER KENNEL, 
COWDEN, ILL. 


Shae eS aaPaeaa s 


SHOOTING DOGS TRAINED 


» 
Complete job strictly guaranteed. Staunch a 
on point, steady to wing and shot, back 
Retrieve tenderly and promptly on com- 

mand and stay and hunt dead and crip- 

ples. ALSO training and boarding by 

the month - 

LUCAS KENNELS 

Phone 3301, Rose Hill Newton, Ill. 
BERR R ESE ee ee 2 ee 





| turning it back toward the hunters, I 
| didn’t know. He might jump out in 


| might use the .30/30 carbine in his 
hand. I thought of the camera around 
my neck, but what I intended using 
was the Marlin .35 carbine, and I hoped 
I hadn’t banged its sights off in the 
a jeep. 

The noise in the laurel across the 
creek didn’t sound nearly so terrific as 
the running chase had. The dogs 
sounded about like house dogs patiently 
barking at something. 

“Maybe you better go back about 20 
feet,” John whispered. 

I meved back. He followed until he 
saw me stop. He listened a moment, 
then turned away. Before he left he 
saw me do what maybe looked ridicu- 
lous, but I didn’t care. 

The creek guich was 100 feet wide, 
littered with bouiders, grown up with 
trees and sapiinzgs, and choked with 
laurel. For avout 20 feet in front of 
me, however, it was relatively clear. 
Over the top of the screen of laurel 
and through the thick saplings, I could 
see a bluff roc. with a ledge under it-— 
or rather I could see about three feet 
of it. 

Absurd-looking or not, what I did 
was to cock my rifle, steady it against 
a sapling, and aim at that three-foot 
clear space aci‘oss the creek. I wouldn't 
even see the bear if he picked any other 
route through the underbrush, so I had 
nothing to lose by pre-aiming like this. 


nly one dog was giving voice now. 

He was barking treed. shat was im- 
possible, for only cubs readily run up 
a tree. The bear must have come to 
bay in laurel so dense that the dogs 
knew better than to go in after him. 
Often a bear will slip silently out the 
other side of such a thicket, leaving 
the dogs misstating the situation. But 
the Ekllis dogs were smart and ex- 
perienced, the most famous of the area. 

Suddenly a Plott nound crossed the 
spot on which 1 was holding aim! He 
was checking to see if the bear had 
slipped on through the laurel, while the 
other dog stayed back tuere baying 
where he believed the bear was. 

Then, abrupuy, the bear filled the 
space I was aiuuuug at. He was moving 
slowly, and i swear on tipioe, and he 
was really giving tne dogs tne slip. He 
was big, and so black he practically 
shone. 

My reaction time was not quick 
enough. 4 squeezed, but in that know- 
ing a gunner nas when the shot goes 
oft, I knew I nred toward his rear end 
and probably high. He simply kept on 
and vanished. i levered another car- 
tridge into the chamber. One dog was 
still baying the edge of the thicket back 
behind; the other, up ahead, howled 
with excitement and knowledge that 
the bear was close, but he couldn't 
figure where. Nothing seemed to me 
to have happened. I had a curious 
dreamlike sense of unreality. 

Then I heard the bear in the laurel 
thicket, between where I stood and 
where he’d been when I shot at him. 
The bear was moving around in there, 
but not getting anyplace. I waited 








front of the bear and say “Boo!” or he | 






gs 
i] { Z 


A Hig!” 








all 
dogs get 
MILK-BONE 


DOG BISCUITS 


NATIONAL 
BISCUIT 
COMPANY > 





Many 


Wissone 







nan 


DOG sa COLLARS 


$1.00 Each — Six for $5.00 
With Your Name and Address 
Made of best leather, buckles and dees. Give breed 
of dog for size and print name and address. Cata- 
log on request. We pay postage on all orders except 
COD’s and Air Mail. 


BALLARD LEATHER CO, 


214 N. College St., Dept. 0O.L. 
CHARLOTTE, N. C. 





WIDELY READ 
AND OFTEN QUOTED, 
IT’S DOGS NOT ADS, 


BUT FOR WHICH WE'RE NOTED. 


All ages ready te go. Unrelated pairs Natural 
HUNTERS from world-famous ‘ines. Point, honor, re 
trieve like experts at young age. (5 mo. pup shown 
above.) Unexcelied livability & performance record 
Guaranteed 100% healthy. Rabies, permanent dis 
temper shots, wormed, registered, housebroken, free 
dog-house crate. Ship everywhere but Russia. On ap- 
proval. Breeding is a science & is ovr business—not o 
hobby. Here to stay, not fly-by-nite. Sold hundreds of 
pups to satisfied HUNTERS. EXPORTERS-IMPORTERS. 
REFERENCE: DUN & BRADSTREET. 


REGAL WEIMARANERS 


EG REGAL, PH. 3-5779. 3810 BOWIE, ry TEX. 
CABLE ADDRESS: REGALWE! 


WE ARE 
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BRASS NAME PLATES 
or KEY TAGS 


40. each 


Half sctual siz 3 for $1.00 
QUANTITY PRICE—SAME Rs 
8 for $2 - 15 for $3 25 for $4 - SO for $6 
LARGER QUANTITIES on REQVEST 
TAGCO. Box Lt § DEALERS 
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WHEN CALLED 


SIT AND STAY ON COMMAND? 


ie not, ne POSITIVELY WIL i. Ore te 
i liow the NEW. SIMPLE, 5 
A t. en ts "the Pan let “TRA NING ‘ 
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‘Oniy et. 00. Send re evith order to 





GEO K. WILTON, Box 315-12, Montclair, N. J. 
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RACCOON MOUNTAIN KENNELS 
Oures Thomas. 





Box 268 ALBERTVILLE, ALABAMA 








BLACK AND TAN 


COONHOUND PUPS 


Bred for Hunters by Hunters 
Majestic, long-eared, buzle-voiced, fast, cold 
trailing, natural-born, tree-barking hounds of 
Early American Fame. Typey pups sired dy 
our top stud cooners and from matings within 
our hunting pack. We maintain the oldest 
and finest AKC registered field and show 
bloodlines. Full particulars be 

MAPLE HILL F 


Route 2 Gresavestio, ind. 








*% inch wide. ..60¢ No. “eTG Training 
ch (for large Collar, 1 in,..$1.75 
The 


NAME and ADDRESS 
No. TAG ON COLLARS 
K345 } : at ie 


10 to 15 day delivery 


THE DOG COLLAR WORKS 
MAYSVILLE, GA. 

, M101 

sand Satisfa action 


Guaranteed Adjustable $2.25 








%4 in. round. .$1,2 





HUNTERS 


We offer hounds of all types 
and breeds 

Combination hounds, 
Rabbit and Squirrel 


Coon, 
Fox, 
dogs. 
Ten days trial; list free. 
HILL-SIDE KENNELS 
SESSER |, ILLINOIS 








NAME PLATES 


His DOG BELONGS To 


000 MAIN ST, PITTSFORD, VT. ee 
PHONE 144 —OUCHE 
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MANU CTURING company 
ENDL vee GED WEST LEBANON. NH 








Arkansas Coon Hound Kennels 


Pointers and Setters, priced reasonably. Outstand- 
ing coonhound combination tree hounds. Extra nice 
deer and cat 
Smali type 
. good tree barkers. Also 
All trained 
guarantee 


started tree hounds Also, fox, woif, 
Outstanding abbit hounds. 
tirre) dogs. Silent tri ailers 
young hounds ready to start hunting. 
hounds sold on 10 day trial. Money back 
for free literature and price list. 


JOE STRATTON AND SONS 
PHONE 554) _ ROGERS, ARKANSAS 


HUNTING HOUNDS 


HIGH QUALITY: Coon Hounds, 
Combination Hounds, Fox Hounds 
Rabbit Hounds and Squirrei 
Dogs. Cheap; Trial. Literature 
Free. 


poe ands 


Write 


DIXIE KENNELS 
D2, Herrick, Hlinois 


QUTSTANDING SHOOTING DOGS 


Have a few high-class trained 
Pointers and Setters—gun 
dogs vou wili be proud to 
own, and a pleasure to shoot 
over. Close, medium and wide 
Prices reasonable. Shipped ou 
trial. Write, phone or come. 
Visitors welcome. Dogs shown 
on quai), State dog wanted. Reference given. 
W. L. HARGROVE HARDIN, KY. 


"Phone: 943-W-1, Murray, Ky. 


silently, hoping that he’d emerge where 
I could see-him—or where John, out of 
my sight 50 feet away, might have a 
shot. John was playing it silent, too. 

More cracking sounds, and then the 
bear broke out of the laurel 20 feet 
away. He was coming straight toward 
me, lumbering but swift. 

They say a black bear’ seldom 
charges a man, unless wounded and/or 
bothered by dogs, but I had a distinct 
impression that this bear was after me. 

Right there a good deal took place in 
my mind, for this was the first time in 
black-bear hunting that I’d been in 
anything that remotely resembled a 
tight spot. In that slow-motion no- 
time I made two resolutions—to shoot 
quickly and to remain calm enough to 
shoot accurately. 

I wasn’t up to the latter. As soon as 
I had the sights on the bear in a scat- 
tergun way, I fired. I simply couldn’t 
wait any longer. 

The bear went down, almost at my 
feet, as if about to turn a somersault 
And I yelled in the loud voice of 
triumph, “I got him, John!” 

This I did when I should have bee: 
pouring lead into the bear. I had onl) 
made him stumble and change course. 
When he got up, he ran. I resolved 
to be deadly calm and aim with pre- 
cision, for the bear was wobbly and 
not fast. I held low, just behind the 
right shoulder, and squeezed. 

It was a perfect shot ... up to the 
point where I realized there was no 
cartridge in the chamber and the ham- 
mer was down! 

Then the bear was gone. As an after 
image I knew that he had at one 
shoulder a red place, as big as a saucer, 
that hadn’t been there before I shot. 

John was beside me now, puzzled. I 
said the bear had run into the laurel 
there to the right, to die. 

The dogs came up and said other- 
wise. Their noses told them the right 
direction, and they went smoking down 
the creek. 

It was quite a fight that broke out 
500 yards downstream. For when a 
hunter wounds a bear the dogs—-with 
touching faith in man—seem to think 
the end has hegun. They tear wildly 
into an animal that can easily kill 
them. 





ohn ran for the jeep and I followed. 

We split around it, dived in, and 
John drove off. Down below we met 
Doc Jernigan cutting across a level 
| spot near the creek to get to the fight. 
| “Get up above fhim,” John instructed. 

I made a couple of false starts be- 
fore I found a place to tear through 
the laurel in the creek bed. Then I 
began wading into a laurel thicket on 
the 45° slope—and thinking about the 
| disadvantages of meeting a wounded 
bear in such a spot. But that wasn’t 
| what caused me to quit. It would have 
| taken the rest of the day to top out 
through stuff like this, and the bear 
began running again. He must have 
heard or smelled us, for he’d broken off 
| with the dogs and was headed for the 
mountaintop. I backed out. 

I found Doc had backed out too. His 
| reason, candidly confessed, was that as 
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he crawled into the laurel the bear 
growled at him—close by, though he 
couldn't even see it. 

The chase went on over the moun- 
tain. John Lovin lit out behind the 
noise. I tried to follow and got dead- 
ended in an impenetrable thicket. I 
went back to the road. 

Finally John returned, wild-eyed and 
without his shirt. “Zach Ellis got to 
the fight, and finished the bear off,’’ he 
said, and added that the dogs were 
hurt. I felt terrible. 


llis had been following the chase— 

and keeping pretty near it, be- 
cause of his Tennessee-guide ability to 
run all day over rough terrain. When 
the chase tur ned — over the moun- 
tain are so aigni ard him, he'd 
heard sficts, chor neard ye fight break 
out, and suf om speed to save the dogs. 

Ellis ca ihe at bay, 
299d streaniung f i shoulder, be- 

70 f.griing = thal were dart- 
1) iey ‘“ecayae bolder 
é i come. He 

8 ry.ng to shoot 
A t Ki dog, when the bear 
Pi houne oven and knocked it 
ent see? cus. “Whe dog got up and tried 
to come into the attack. The bear 
caught the other dog and began to hug 
it up for the death squeeze, biting it 
through the hips. Zach Ellis, desperate 
about his dogs, began shooting. 

He was mad and_e excited -and 
trembling from exertion—and he kept 
shooting until the gun was empty. One 
shot was right. The bear dropped the 
dog, made as if to swing again, and 
then dropped dead. 

After John told me what had hap- 
pened, I left to round up help to get 
the bear and wounded dogs out. There 
were 25 of us in the party, so all I had 
to do was drive down the steep, wind- 
ing road looking for men who had 
emerged from the woods and were 
waiting to be picked up. 

In a group hunt like this, the return 
to the road is when the score comes in. 
What did you do? What did you hear? 
What were those shots? That's how 
the picture of the chase and all that 
happened is fitted together. 

As I picked up hunters I learned that 
when the dogs had jumped my bear, 
this shocking ruckus in the silent woods 
had set off other events. 

Another big black with a cub nearly 
grown had fied from the noise, right 
past Dan Story. Dan had missed 
cleanly, he thought, for the female 
hadn’t changed her ambiing gait. 

At another place Robert Buffalo was 
seated on stand, watching a little 
saddle on a ridge. A wild pig, a sow, 
came through. Distracted by the sound 
of the hounds, it was slow to wind the 
hunter. It kept coming, at an angle, 
and Bob had plenty of time to take 
careful aim. He swung a little ahead 
of its left shoulder and squeezed. At 
the shot the wild pig squealed, whirled, 
ran back about 10 feet, and collapsed. 

About a dozen of us hiked in to the 
kill. For a quarter of a mile it was 
easy going. Then we began to climb, 
and John Lovin’s earlier remark, “Only 
bears run on that slope,’ had new 





COON HOUNDS $75 


Combination tree dogs $50.00. Cat Hounds 
$50.00. Well started hounds $35.00. Young 
untrained hounds $25.00. Deer hounds $40.00. 
Rabbit hounds $30.00. Squirrel dogs $40.00. 
Ten days trial. State kind of dog you are in- 


terested in. G. O. FAIRBANKS 


Magazine, Ark. 





HUNTING HOUNDS 


OUTSTANDING HOUNDS of all types. Coon- 
hounds, Combination Hounds, Rabbit, Fox and 
Deer Hounds. Also, Squirrel dogs. Greatest selec- 
tion we have ever offered. Free Literature. 

10 days trial. 


QUALITY KENNELS 


_Seligman Missouri 








Top Notch Coon Hounds 
Combination Hounds 
Extra good old Coon Hounds 
Nice Started Coon Hounds... 
Fox, Wolf and Deer Hounds 
Good Rabbit Hounds 
1 & 2 yr. old Hounds 
Extra good Squirrel dogs 

10 days trial 


Virgil Hendrix Seligman, Missouri 














Do you know all there DOG §! 
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but we do know that you ot. fin 


We don’t either, 
CATALOG, 


our DOG BOOK 
DOGS and how to train them “DS, . 
FEEDING, BREEDING and bute jing KENNEL s. There are ped}- 
gree forms, maps and charts—the most famous DOG STORIF: 
ever written. We are proud of the selection and we want you to 
see it. Send 25e for vour copy today 


_DIFFILY’S DOG HOUSE, Box 81 OL, Clifton, N. J. 
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STREET Ao 
ciTy.~ 


HEAVY GAUGE SOLID BRASS « 
LARGE RIVET HOLES* LETTERING 
1S PRESSED IN DEEP WITH A PRE- mura 
CISION MACHINE & WILL LAST 

DURING LIFE OF TAG*3 LINES OF Ye LARGE LETTERS, uP Toy 
#5 LETTERS PER LINE * PHONE, RFD, REWARD, OR DOG'S NAME 
MAY BE SUBSTITUTED FOR ANY ABOVE LETTERING, 


ANDERSON MFG. CO. 
RD. 2, DEPT. 22 MEXICO, MISSOURI 








OWN A CHESAPEAKE 


Wonderful hunting companions, 

both afield and in heavy duck 

marshes. Efficient, willing, hard- 

working Fine with children. 

Write for FREE NEW BOOkK- 

LET and name of_nearest breeder 
Write Today! 


AMERICAN CHESAPEAKE ave 











STRAIGHT 


COONERS 


Combination, Rabbit 
Sposeure. and Squirrel 
Bird dogs: Pointers and 
Setters. Beagles 13 and 
15 inch size. Registered 
and unregistered, 
ALBERTVILLE KENNEL 
mM. lolley. Owner 


Te 9104 
Albertville. Ala. 





meaning to me. Nothing but a bear 
could run on it. Zach Ellis—who had 
already come out with one wounded 
dog, wrapped in John Lovin’s shirt— 
led the way. Bill Anderson, Bill Allen, 
Bob Buffalo, and Clyde DeBaun, all 
young and in condition, kept up with 
him. Dan Story, Wilson West, J. R. 
Allen, and I were neither youths nor in 
condition. We made it, however. 

The bear lay in a rocky draw. We 
decided to tie a rope around its neck 
and make a singletree tie with a stick 
at the end of the rope. With a man at 
each end of the stick and others on 
lines to the bear’s hind feet, we hoped 
to drag the carcass down the mountain. 
This turned out to be a comical idea. 
The bear rolled like a bowling ball and 
men went down like ninepins. 

There was no way but to skin the 
bear and pack out the pieces. We hung 
the great carcass, which must have 
weighed 400 to 450 pounds, and got 
busy. We found two bullet holes—one 
made by Zach’s .30/30, the other by 
my .35. My 200-grain bullet had hit 
the shoulder while Zach’s less than two 
inches away, had gone into the lungs. 

“Tt’s your bear,” Zach said. “The 
rule in these-here hunts is that the 
trophy goes to whoever draws first 
blood.” 

“Tm not entitled to it,” I said, “for 
if I’d killed it where I shot it we could 
have moved it eight feet and loaded it 
into a truck.” 

I was very sorry, too, about the 
wounded dogs. One of them had re- 


“RANGER” TREES COONS FIRST 


“My coon dog Ranger is a four-year- 
old Blue Tick,” says Bennie Moore, 
McDowell, Ky., who feeds Vitality 
Body Builder dry dog food. “There 
are many No. 1 coon dogs in town, 
but there were more coons caught 
this year with Ranger than any other 
dog. It takes a dog in top shape to 
ride 150 miles or more and not have 
a chance to rest, and tree coons ahead 
of the other dogs. Ranger as well 
as my two other dogs sure like 
VITALITY. " (Letter on file) 


@ A VITALITY DOG FOOD FOR EVERY NEED 
@ SUPER-IRONIZED AT NO EXTRA COST 


VITALITY MILLS, INC. 











POINTERS 
TOP QUALITY FIELD STRAINS 
Well-fed, fat and healthy — from 3 
months to 3 years of age. $50. to $75. 


DR. W. H. RODGERS 
207 DILLON HOUSTON 17, TEXAS 











BEAGLE MAGAZINE OFFERS 
WORLD’S BEST BEAGLES 


Buy a beagle from the greatest assortment of field 
champions and rabbit runners. The breed’s greatest, 
pictured and described. Highlights in the beagle world 
combined with entertainment at fleld trials, hunting 
and instructions about this fast-growing sport of bea 
gling. 12 issues $3.00—copy 35¢ 
HOUNDS AND HUNTING 
13 Washington Street Greenfield, Ohio 

















WEIMARANER PUPPIES FROM 


Ch. Bert V.D. Harrasburg Imp, only Ymar to place 
first in open all aye, against pointers & setters. Sire 
of 1953 National Open all age & amateur all age win- 
ner. Sire of 14 bench champions. 

Int, ch. Je’nyms Velvet Mist.—youngest and only 
2nd int. ch. bitch. 12 times winner as a pup. Ist breed- 
ing at two & half years old. My personal hunting dog. 


GERALD G. NYMSHACK 
16701 RYLAND DETROIT 19, MICHIGAN 








SPRINGER SPANIEL PUPPIES 
L+ W — Whelped Sept. ’'54. Only $50.00 
waa E.K.’s EVENING STAR A.K.C. 

Ch. Frejax Firebrand Fluff 
SIRE: ORION OSAGE of BOGHURST A.K.C. 
By Ch. Beghurst Rexon 
TOPS IN FIELD-BRED SPRINGERS 


OAK HILL KENNELS 


75 E. VAN DUYN PLACE: EUGENE, ORE. 























KNOW YOUR DOG. 


SEND FOR LIST OF 100 BOOKS ON 
DOGS — CATS — FISH — BIRDS 


DENLINGER’S, Dept. L. 
1627 Pope Ave. Richmond, Va. 


DOG BOOKS 





Golden Retriever Puppies 


Fine litter, whelped August 4, 1954 


Sire: Dual Ch. Squawkie Hill Dapper Dexter. 
Dam: Lady Bobarette, C.D.X. A big rugged 
female, excellent and very eager hunter. Alli 
pups are good bench and field prospects. 


Wayne Frazer, 2431 N. Bdwy., Council Bluffs, lowa 


BIGSTONE LABRADORS 


Puppies of the finest field trial breed- 
ing priced so the average hunter can 


afford one. $25.00—-$200.00. 

We are the breeders of Dual ch. Matchmaker for Deer- 

ereek, Field ch. Ladies Day at Deerereek, Field ch. Big- 

stone Bandit. Field ch. Jibadad Gypsy, Field Ch. Web- 

way’s Crusader and other good ones. 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED 


BILL ROOK - - Beardsley, Minn. 


BRASS or CHROME NAME PLATE 
for DOG COLLARS STAMPED WITH 
Soper gauge, solid brass, J,9 YOUR NAME- nN 
large letters pressed 

in deep with a precision 6. STREET ADDRESS ®) 
machine—up to 15letters “Yo. CITY —,STATE ; wes 
per line. Phone, R.F.D 
or dog’s name mey be substituted for above lettering 
25¢ each—5 for $1.00. 

SAME IN HEAVY CHROME PLATE—40c 


WILL-RO BEAGLES, Reg. 
P. O. Box 337-01 








Halifax, Pa. 





DOG z& HUNTING SUPPLIES 


| gy NAME GRASSPLATES 
collars and other 
Identification purposes. Ma- 
tamping. $.25 ea. 

5 for i. 


GENUINE LEATHER DOG 
by se nel with MAMEPLATES 
yle Collar, D- ring 
os" fromt. ‘Of ‘the buckle. 
6 for 9 
“s" te Style Jeweled Collar. 
+ « « assorted, gelored ausis se- 
curely” attached oo. 1.50 ea. 4 
for = 
‘D"’ Rewular Style $.98 ca. 6 : 
for $4.95. 3 
Sy New Style omer with bra: 
- rer? piaee “e.."3 F 1. 


r $4.7 
BILL s "BEST. LEAD Combination # 
nickel — chain ; 


ea. 
on x12” 31.50 ea. & 
eee FLAGES SORE 3 
G oe 
TING. ‘HORNS Beautiful, 
highly polished, steer horns to % 
eall your hunting dogs. Can be 
heard for miles. Easy to blow 
pa ye woe; and carry- 
ing stra 95 
TRAINING “SCENT. Train your 
rabbit, fox, coon 
cakinG. SCENT. Break your 
dogs from running rabbits, fox, 
deer, skunk. 
structions. 


bs A size $1. Regular size - 
can now own the very 

finest dog and hunting supplies. 
Order them by mail Ve mana- 
facture our own collars, leads, 
and nameplates. Tested and proved 
te last for years, All collars have 
nickel plated roller buckle, solid < 
D-ring in front of the buckle, 
capped rivets and brass name- 
— Why lose a valuable hunt 

dog or your pet when you 
can get a sturdy leather collar 
with your idem 

Write your wan 

dog 
circulars. Satisfaction 
teed, Send check or money order and we will pay the postage 
Or we will ship C.O.D. for the amount pia« portage and C.O D 
charges. Bill poem & Company, 113" West Main St.. 
_Highiand. Ohio 





Protects anything you want your 
dog to let alone. Shake on a little 
Powder Ch —you can’t smell 
it; dogs avoid it. Easy way to train. 
Use on slippers, drapes, etc., to stop 
puppy damage. Harmless to every- 
thing in the home. Keeps male dogs 
away from females in season. 
Send No Money —Order POWDER 
CHAPERONE C.0.D. $1 plus post- 
age (or send $1 bill at our risk and we’l 
pay postage. Money-Back Guarantee. 
KITTY CHAPERONE— Prevents cats from clawing and 
ruining expensive chairs, drapes, rugs, ete. Keeps them 
off anything you want to protect. Shaker Pkg. $1. 
LIQUID CHAPERONE —keeps dogs, cats, other animals 
away from evergreens, flowers, vegetables, garbage cans, ete 
Harmless to you, your pets and your plants. Economical— 
just spray on; won't wash off. Bottle $1; Qt. can $3.98. 
SUDBUR LABORATORY, Box 655, South Sudbury, Mass. 
Stores: Write for Special Offer. 
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If you hunt rabbits, 
or own a Beagle... 
TH BEAGLE 


JOURNAL 
is 


THE MAGAZINE YOU 
Brood matrons, Answers 
to Questions, ete. ete. | HAVE BEEN LOOKING FCR 


One Year $3. Sample 50c. 3 Months $1. Money back if not pleased. 
THE BEAGLE JOURNAL, Dept. 0.L. Towanda, Pa. 


HUNTER 


Helpful Articles on Care, 
Training, Health, Breed- 
ing, Kennel Plan- Tips. 
Pictures, Studs, Pu,. “*s, 














WILD ANIMAL PETS: 


Selected (Deodorized Skunks) —$20 ea. 


Others, not selected, cheaper. 


Also Raccoons. Squirrels, Monkeys and dozens of other 
«itd & pet animais. birds & reptiles of all kinds for sale 


"te ATAL OGU E! Send us $1.00 for new iliustrat 
* ed Catalogue. booklets and othe: 
literature containing price lists. feeding & care infor 


how to build cages. Refunded if you order 
Send tor your copies ¢ ! 


—SEND TODAY— 
TRAILS END Zoological Dept. OL. St. Stephen, S. C. 


MINK °25* 


All shipments made subject to 5 days 
inspection before acceptance. 
The quality of my Dark Mink is indicated 
by the fact that I have received an average 
of over $20.00 per skin for all pelts pro- 
duced during past 10 years. 
Silverbiu, Breath of Spring 
Pastel & White Mink 
Sapphire and Aleutian 
Priced on request 
“Domestic Mink’’—$1.00 


We 1 
nemats, 











Book 


‘Harry Saxton’ $ Mink Ranch, Bemus Point, N.Y. 





Start Raising Genuine 


CHINCHILLAS 


They are Quiet—Clean—Gentle. Start in your 
Basement. Now is the time! Market expanding 
rapidly, Very valuable 
fur. New Pelt Market. 
Good Pelts in demand. 
Good Breeding Stock 
in demand, 
FREE UPON REQUEST 
Free information about 
Pelt Sales. Also about 
Quality Breeding Stock. 
Money Making oppor- 
tunities explained, 
Write us today. 
WARD L. PATTERSON 
3511 Sheridan Ave. 
Des Moines, towa 
LEASE PLAN AT LOW COST IF DESIRED 














CHINCHILLAS 


real money making 
Offering some of 
Breeding Stock 
available. Fully Guaranteed. 


Get started in this Million 
Dollar Business today. 


Creators of the nationally 
known Silver Mist Chin- 
chillas, registered, 


Write or Visit 


THE L. A. CHINCHILLA RANCH 


Box 80, Mohnton, Pa. Established 1938 
Latest Be Book « on ) Breeding and Care, Price $2.00 


———— ———_—_____—_——____ 


ATTRACT WILD DUCKS, FISH 


PLANT LEGAL NATURAL FOODS 
ALSO PHEASANT AND QUAIL 

Natural Foods will bring and 

hold large numbers at your 

favorite hunting or fishing ground. 

Used successfully 58 years. 

Northern grown for northern 

waters, southern grown for the 

South, brackish water kinds for the 

coast. Wild Rice, Wild Celery and 

many othe.s adapted to ail climates and 

described in free illustrated book. Write, 

receive expert planting advice and 
Naturalis 


For a 
Business. 
the finest 


Nw 


waters, 
deseribe area, 
Wm. 0. Coon, 


ie FOCD NURSERIES 
inkosh. 


M 
P. O. Box 371-8 Wisconsin 


RESTOCKING x * 


| 


{ 





mained to guard the kill. He didn’t 
seem to know he was injured. Despite 
a deep gash in his side and three more 
in his tail, that tail was now wagging 
proudly. 

“He's killed, and hasn’t got enough 
sense to lay down,” Austin said. 

“No,” said Zach. ‘“He’ll live. That- 
there dog, I’ve seen him with his liver 
hanging through his ribs. I pushed it 
back in and he laid around licking the 
place a spell. Hit got well and that's 
what made him a good bear dog. He 
pure hates a bear now.” 

More of the hide came off, and we 
found where my first shot, from across 
the creek, had nicked the spire. The 
bear was old and _ snaggle-toothed. 
When it was opened, Zach fed his 
hounds on giblets while Ray Henry 
and Charlie Pickel cut up the meat. 

That night we settled up for the 
expenses of the hunt. Each of us had 
paid $5 for a permit. Guides and dogs 
were $100 a day for this occasion (al- 
though usually only $50), so for two 
days this came out to $8 a man. In- 
cidentals, like having the butcher 
divide the bear and the boar into 25 
equal cuts, came to $2 per. The wages 
of our camp cook, plus provisions, came 
to $9.50 a man. Total cost apiece, ex- 
clusive of transportation: $24.50. 

Not bad, we agreed. All that fun, 
and we each would have a big chunk 
of bear meat and a cut of wild pig to 
take home for Thanksgiving. It would 
have cost as much to stay home and 
buy a turkey THE END 


TOO $<4.00°" MONTH | 


it is easily possible to earn up to $400 a 
month raising Guaranteed Thoroughbred 
ANGORA AND NEW ZEALAND WHITE 
RABBITS. Good markets for Wool, Pelts, 
and Meat. WRITE TODAY for FREE IN- 
FORMATION, prices and where to sell. 


WHITE’S RABBITRY 


Jackson, Mich. 


RAISE.S8"" FROGS 


Nufond BIG DEMAND! 
Giants 
Millions used yearly! Good prices 
Breeder lays 


to start! Men and women get ready 
now for next year’s eggs. Small pond 
starts you. New book ene how! Send 
for FREE ro! te tola 
ALBERT BROEL— 6 
P.O. es 506,New Orieans1,La. 





Raise TURKEYS 


THE NEW WAY 


Write forfree information 
explaining how to make 
up to $3,000.00 in your 
own back yard. Address 


NATIONAL TURKEY INSTITUTE 
DEPT. 185, Columbus, Kansas 


Quail Since 


_ Toronto, Canada. 


BIG NORTHERN 
BOB-WHITE 


10-pair breeders. $35 

10-pair */4 mature......$25 

? 12-frozen, oven-ready $18 

New 1954 “book EOBWHITE QUAIL—Rearing & 
Stocking. 106 pages, illustrated, photos, drawings, 
charts, maps. It is complete. authentic, simple— 
based on 30 years experience producing 1 million 
S27 Ogden St.. Phene 
San Antonio2. Texas CA-6-95 500 


‘MAKE $5,000.00 yearly OUTDOORS 


Some are making many times this 
raising mink, chinchillas, fox and 
other animals. Send for FREE copy 
“Profitable Outdoor Occupations” or 

enclose dime for sample maga- 

zine covering fur farming, 

trapping, fur news. Fur Trade 

Journal, 588 Mt. Pleasant Road, 


= 
Flying Squirrels 
The little Squirrel that so 
quickly won the hearts of 
pet lovers throughout the 
world. 500 to 1500 carried 
in stock. Write today for 

literature and prices 

GREESON’'S 


FLYING SQUIRREL RANCH 
905 N, Monroe St.. Arfington 1. Va 





# either Chinchillas 
pigs, Rabbits. Mink 
1s for us. This is 
opportunity to 
on the road to 
prosperity with us, and to 

have an income te 

Send 25e for fulli 
tion that explains every- 
thing about the big proposition we have to offer you 
KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS 

New Freedom. Pa R. = 2. 


Box = 108 


THE FUR BUSINESS IS 
ALWAYS GOOD 
I ship top breeding mink in all colors on 
approval everywhere. Free booklet wives 
inside ‘‘secrets’’ and pen plans. There is 
cheap feed going to waste right in your 
own area, Why not turn it into valuable 
fur? Ask me about this feel today. 


LAWRENCE wire nae 
BRIGHAM CITY UTAH 























Big profits, large market, selling 

Pheasants to sporting organiza- 

tions for stock or as delicacies to 

better-class restaurants, hotels, etc. 

Demand exceeds supply. Send today for 
FREE data on proven method. 

GREAT CENTRAL GAME MANAGEMENT SYSTEM 

Columbus 13, Kansas 








$5,000 To ‘10,000 YEARLY 
Raising CHINCHILLAS! 


YOU RAISE THEM—WE BUY THEM! 
Send no money—write TODAY for free booklet... 
real success stories of folks everywhere who make 
fabulous profits raising these valuable animals. 





ATIONAL CHINCHILLAS 
a 7372 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles 46, Californic i 


Big Demand! Premium Prices! 

Rare Beauty. Flavor. 10 Ibs! 

Get premium prices meeting big demand 

for this rare, Aristocrat of waterfowl! 

More lean, tender, flavorful, dark meat 

Rare gift for friends: $12.50 brace, 

oven-ready, prepaid, your ¢ ard enclosed. 

Breeders to raise your own, win prizes, 

sell-beautify your home, attract wild 

lucks——sold 

Fall only at SAVINGS up to 

Mating Plan—tlic. 1l6p. Profit 
w 


Order NOW! 
UENS m 


described in NEW 
BOTH—25c. 


11500-OL Rarerten Roaa 


50% 
Book—1 5c. 





RAISE CHIN-CHINS 
PURE BRED, PEDIGREED, PROLIFIC 
CASH MARKETS SUPPLIED for arg soap a 
ion, Pleasar oink or Par 
these year-round money~ i } 
FREE illustrated Booklet — WRITE TODAY! a 


ROCK HILL RANCH, SELLERSVILLE 37, PA 








MAKE BIG MONEY AT HOME 


RAISE PARAKEETS .. .\ ts funt Earn $10 
day easily. Fascinating Hobby. Become 
member of nationwide family of Love Bird 
raisers. Tremendous market. Positively no 
selling. No experience needed. We supply birds and in- 
structions on raising. Help us fill huge demand. Exciting 
details Free. Send no money, just name and address. 
NATIONAL AVIARIES Ancheim 20, California 





RAISE NUTRIA 


FOR FUN AND PROFIT! 
World's finest breeds available. 


H. W. FRANK 


Route No. 3 WEISER, IDAHO 

















© CHUKAR PARTRIDGES 
© BOB-WHITE QUAIL 


Breeding stock Partridges available at $10.00 pair. 
Bob-White Quail at $4.00 pair. 
DRESSED, quick-frozen quail, $78.00 dozen. 


FOB Lamar, Mc., 3 cash with order, balance COD. 


SHO-ME QUAILS, Inc. 


LAMAR MO. 








WHERE TO GO 


FISHING 


¢« VACATIONING 


HUNTING 


All Over the Map 


with P. A. 


eer born out of wedlock? Game 
iD) Protector Philip S. Sloan, Dalton, 

Pa., recently turned over to chari- 
table institution deer accidentally killed. 
Received receipt from institution read- 
ing “received from Game Protector 
Sloan one illegitimate deer.” . Michi- 
gan cougar. At least half a dozen per- 
sons have reported seeing long-tailed, 
catlike critter in region south of Remus, 
Mecosta County, Mich. Two persons 
have seen similar animal on road be- 
tween Cadillac and Kalkaska, farther 
north. Cougars have been thought to 
be extinct in that state. 


Angler’s epitaph. Gravestone in Mins- 
ter-churchyard, Ripon, Yorkshire, Eng- 
land, has this: “Here lies poor but 
honest Bryan Tunstall; he was a most 
expert angler until Death, envious of 
his Merit, threw out his line, hook’d 
him, and landed him here the 21st day 
of April, 1790.” . Squirrel squawker 
squawked out of turn. Tennessee con- 
servation officer got bawling out from 
woman who claimed pre-season hunters 
were getting all the squirrels, leaving 
none for her son when season opened. 
Next day officer made pinch. Season- 
jumper was woman’s son; he had one 
squirrel over limit, too. 

Cat retriever. Avery Ruble, Missouri 
forest-fire towerman, has trained his 
dog to tree squirrels around his home 
so wife can bag a few for the pot. His 
old white cat follows dog around. Re- 
cently Mrs. Ruble shot bushy-tail dog 
had treed, but squirrel lodged in fork 
of tree. Cat climbed tree, fetched squir- 
rel to dog, who then laid it at Mrs. 
Ruble’s feet . . . Giant cat. Clarence 
Wilkinson, with Game Protector Brion, 
Armstrong County, Pa., releasing bob- 
white quail on state game lands, 1953, 
saw normal-size domestic “tiger” cat in 
field. Hunting deer same place later 
same year killed same cat, which then 
weighed 36 lb. Quail had disappeared. 

“Big Muddy” trout. Missouri River, 
famed for its mud, only a little too 
liquid to plow, recently surprised those 


PARSONS 


who know it. Two U.S. Army engi- 
neers, Ralph L. Fitzhugh, Milo G. 
Brown, last summer caught 10 fine 


brown trout in it, in basin below Ran- 


dall Dam, South Dakota, short distance | 


above Nebraska boundary . . . Maine’s 
big bucks. Up to 1954 deer season, 
Maine’s 5-year total of whitetail bucks 
weighing 200 lb. or more numbered 
4,522. Open season 1953 turned up 47 
bucks weighing more than 300 Ib. each. 
Biggest were two that tied at 364 Ib. 
Doubtful if any state can show like 
record .. . Michigan bear kill. During 
1953 Michigan hunters bagged 1,210 
black bears. 

Way of the transgressor. In California 
last year 1,200 hunters were pinched 
for carrying loaded firearms in vehicles. 
Six were banned for life from hunting 
for carelessly shooting another human 
being. Also, over 23 percent of persons 
guilty of hunting accidents were under 
16 years of age, though numbering only 
7 percent of state’s licensed hunters. In 
Missouri 63 percent of 1953 hunting ac- 
cidents were caused by hunters under 
21 years old. 


High-cost pheasants. Ohio judge Don 
Wargowsky, Port Clinton, fined Dayton 
hunter $1,485.80 for illegal possession 
of 11 pheasants. Six cock birds cost 
man $100 each, 3 hens $150 each, $125 
each for 2 birds where sex was unde- 
termined, $110 for destroying outer 
sexual characteristics of birds, $25 for 
exceeding legal possession limit. Court 
costs made up the balance. 

Safest protective coloring. New Mexi- 
co Game Department tests strongly in- 
dicate fluorescent colors in clothing are 
best protection for hunters. These 
showed highest visibility under varying 
weather conditions . Poachers try 
arson. Cars of two Virginia game ward- 
ens destroyed by fire during year at 
Newport News Waterworks Commis- 
sion Reservoir. Evidence points to work 
of poachers . . . Canadian record pike. 
Last summer Francis W. Terry, Stony 
Rapids, Sask., caught in Lake Athabas- 
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GIANT 
KODIAK ; 
BEAR 


Hunt the GREATEST 

BEAR co veyed In 

THE WORLD with AB- 

SOLUTE GUARANTEE of getting you, oy 
your wife along for two weeks of re 

WE USE DELUXE EXPRESS apechie, amet HUNT- 
ING LODGE and comfortab 


hunting area, so please allow one te ‘tna 
BILL POLAND “i0ii0"% “Sutnter 


KODIAK, ALASKA 
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AMERICA'S CREAT 


ALA SKA LAST FRONTIER 


NOW—read thrilling personal experiences and 
entertaining fact articles by Alaskans them- 
selves about this mysterious and fascinating 
Territory! You'll find adventure and romance 
a-plenty on “The Last Frontier”! Read of hunts 
for giant bear and moose—of fishing irips in vir- 
gin wilderness for record-smashing trophies. 
Leorn about Alaska’s opportunities, gold min- 
s| ing, agriculture, salmon fisheries, its people, 
geography and fascinating history, its forests 
wildlife, glaciers and quaint totenrs. Alaska’s 
> Magazine gives you all of this! And, there are 
i magazine—or send $3,00 for a year's subscrip- 
tion, 12 issues. Your enjoyment is guaranteed 
SPECIAL OFFER! FREE! Subscribe to Alasi 
absolutely free, @ twe 





dozens of rare Alaska photographs in every is- 
sue? Send 25¢ NOW fox a copy of this exciting 


x24", giv *. 
glaciers, roads, ete it st ttt hele you to vcore more S00 
“The Last Frontier”! receive this map, wie 
your first magazine, Ms Return Mail 


The ALASKA SPORTSMAN 
BOX 0-116 KETCHIKAN, ALASKA 





GO HUNTING POLAR AND 
ALASKA BROWN BEAR 


with the best! 
Now booking Spring Polar and Brown hunts. 


Hunt Seal, Polar Bear, and Wolves from our 
Arctic camp . . . and/or Brown Bear from 
our upper Alaska Peninsula camp. 
Air Mail or wire: 
LEON SHELLABARGER 
c/o Shellabarger Flying Service 
Box 615 Spenard, ALASKA 
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Two N.Y. Hunters and Large Zs ox naan 


Kodiak Bear, Fall 1951 


cost: We do not use tents 


possible. 


prospecting and know what a hunter wants and 


not be answered. ) 
BILL PINNELL AND MORRIS TALIFSON. 
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IN 1954 AND WERE SATISFIED. We are bool-in 
if you are looking for a good hunt we have it. Please make your RESERVATIONS as soon as 


.and THREE 


sand One towa Hunter. 
first early h 1952 


unt in April, 


Hunt KODIAK BEAR 


Hunt with us at a reasonable price in the World’s finest bear country! We have a good camp 
with electric lights and running water. We have comfortable, well-equipped cabins on the THREE 
LARGEST LAKES in na interior of the Island, Our 
ALL OF OUR SPRING 


arties hunt from these cabins at NO extra 
UNTERS GOT THEIR KODIAK BEAR 
hunts for the SPRING AND FALL OF 1955; 


We are EXPERIENCED, LICENSED GUIDES with a lifetime of hunting and trapping and 
expects. We give each hunter the BEST of per- 
sonal guide service. WRITE AIR MAIL OR WIRE for full information. (Sorry, post-cards can- 


BOX A-745, KODIAK, ALASKA 











k we USA kk 





KODIAK BEAR HUNTS - 1955 


April 17 to May 1—May 2 to 16 
May 17 to 31—Sept. 20 to Oct. 4 
BOONE & CROCKETT CLUB AWARDS WON 
BY MY CLIENTS in ‘51, ‘52, ‘53. 
PRICES from $1,000.00 
FALL—SHEEP, CARIBOU, GRIZZLY, MOOSE 
Aug. 20 to Sept. 20 
AIRMAIL or WIRE to: 


HAL WAUGH, Registered Guide 


KENNY LAKE via Cope CENTER ALASKA 


























HUNTING ALASKA! 


KODIAK, GRIZZLY, GLACIER, POLAR AND 
PENINSULA BROWN BEAR, DALL SHEEP, 
peat 1 CARIBOU AND MT. GOAT. 

NG AND FALL 1954-55 
All of our pote 1954 Bear hunters were 190 % 
successful. 
For reservations and information 
write via Air Mail. 
ALASKA GUIDES AND OUTFITTERS 
SLANA, ALASKA 
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LA PAZ, . bs MEXICO 
ULF OF CALIFORNIA 


~ WORLDS BEST FISHING 


Many different kinds of 
» game fish. Best time for 
) Marlin Swordfish, the 
broncos of the ocean, 
" latter part of March to 
j July 15th. Also Sails and 
Marlin— October to De- 
cember 15th. 
5 hour flight DC 3. 8 day trips. Good boats and 
hotels. ideal climate. $290.00 includes everything 
from here to La Paz and buck. Plan as far in ad- 
vance as possible. Tackle furnished. | conduct every 











FLORIDA ANGLERS’ RESORT 
TAVARES, FLA. THE JOHNSTONS 


On Lake Harris, in the center of beautiful Lake Coun- 
ty, fishing capital of Florida. You and your family will 
enjoy our excellent accommodations. Housekeeping cot- 
tages, clubhouse, television, shuffleboard, ping pong 
and private sand beach. Fine boats, motors, tackle and 
par. A place io fish, relax and enjoy. Write for folder 
and rates 


Box 1086-A Telephone, Tavares 141 
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° CAMP STONE : 
@ Norton and Tessa Stanard, owners-operators. On the 
BIG LAKE GEORGE, at St. John’s River, in the heart of e 
the *‘BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD.’’ Quail, deer, 
© and turkey hunting in Season. Modern, fireproof cot- © 
® tages, with showers; completely furnished for light © 
@ housekeeping. Boats, motors, bait, and guides. For ® 
: information, rates, reservations, write, phone or wire: @ 
CAMP STONE bd 
° Georgetown, Florida, Phone: Pomona Park 2792 ® 
@eeeeeeeeeeoeeeeeeeeeeeseseee 








AUTHENTIC FISHING GUIDE 


OF FLORIDA—1955, #11 
New Personalized Information. New places to 
go! Best lake, river, gulf, ocean fishing- 
vacation camps, resorts, deepsea boats. Maps, 
photos, details. Send 50c plus 10¢ postage to 
Publisher, AUTHENTIC FISHING GUIDE, 2266 
Fairhaven Circle NE, Atlanta, Ga. 








BASS CAPITAL RESORT 


The most beautiful Fishing Resort in Florida, lo- 

cated on US-17, in the heart of the Bass Capital 

of the World. 

Ultra-modern, light housekeeping cottages. 
Boats, Motors, Bait, Tackle, Guides 

“Tex” L’Argent Crescent City, Fia. 
wner Phone: 175 














trip. Phone or write: 


ROY MABEE, sacxson'3:3117 Anaheim, Calitornia 











MEXICAN SAFARIS 

with all-year hunting and fishing | 
Strange, unusual places, | 
people, game, fish. Fabu- | 
lous hunting. Shots guar- 
anteed. Fabulous fishing. 
Results 100% guaranteed. | 
Send $1.00 for postage and | 
fully illustrated booklet | 
with complete informa- 
tion. 

TEX PURVIS DE MEXICO, S. A. OUTFITTERS 


Casa Latino-Americana, Reforma 77-113, Mexico 4, D. 
Authorized by the Federal Government of Mexico. 





Gateway 
FISHING AND HUNTING CAMP 


| On the St. John’s River, between Big and Little Lake George 


‘Midst world’s BEST BLACK BASS fishing 
NEW CABINS © BOATS ® MOTORS 
LIVE BAIT © GUIDES 
Double cabins: Two Double Beds, only $30. 00. per ye wosk 
NE: 


PHO 
POMONA PARK Ex-2822 WELAKA. FLORIDA 








DO YOU WANT TO CATCH FISH? 
f successful guide service in th 
SS FISHING IN THE, WORLD! Tt: s 
iLE’S FISHING Re 
4 house we sping’ cabins boats, “rnate ors. Very 
MODERATE rates, Bring your party for the best fish- 


ing of your life 
LES PIGUE, Owner 
TINGLE’S FISHING RESORT 


CRESCENT CITY 
and 176 Florida 


Box 525 


Phones: 2811, 

















OLD MEXICO 


Hunt lion, tigre, and javaline near the Sierre 
Madre Mountains; lion, giant mule deec, javalina 
on the desert near the Isla Tiburon; tigre 
(jauguar), King of the North American cats, in 
the coastal jungles of Mexico. 

Will gladly give references. 


ERLE DB. sruseR, Outfitter & Guide 
Emery Park o. cson, Arizona 





Summer Addres 
h 


8 
Oreaon Trail Rance Stony Creek, N. Y. 





NT—-NO WALKING! 


DEER TURKEY QUAIL 


Florida's game has become so abundant that ie Sea- 
extended . . NOV. 20th fo FEB a 
QU IRED! Licenses, on-resident 
——Season, $26.50; BOTH. ine a 
odern accommodatio 
Guid Doss and Guns turnished. 
Phone Sow Bon menage "7 hz ae -OR write: 


BIG GAME: 


WITH LACOOCHEE RIVER LODGE 











INGLIS, FLORIDA 





ca northern pike weighing 42 Ib. 12 oz. 
Thought to be new record for Canada. 

Champ trout fisherman. Rodney Mar- 
shall, Park Rapids, Minn., may be U.S. 
champion trout fly fisherman. Has 
caught 300 brown trout, all over 3 Ib., 
in one season, biggest 81% Ib., according 
to Minneapolis Sunday Tribune. Uses 
surprising methods, big hair-wing dry 
fly or streamer. Casts fly across and 
downstream, drags it on surface. Pre- 
fers dark and rainy days, or after sun- 
down. 

Missouri smallmouths. Last year 
22,000 fishing trips on Niangua River, 
Mo., yielded 43,000 fish, with 29 percent 
smallmouths. On Big Piney 35,400 fish- 
ing trips took 99,600 fish, 25 percent 
smallmouths, average of 302 of these 
fish to the mile. 


Rogue River Feeders 


Ors Rogue River is famous for 
its fishing, but its smaller tribu- 
taries, especially those near the head- 
waters in the Rogue River National 
Forest, are often neglected. For in- 
stance, there is Union Creek, located on 
Crater Lake Highway—State 62— 
which crosses the road 57 miles north 
of Medford and empties into the Rogue. 

There is a national forest camp 
ground here, with six trailer spaces, 
29 stoves and fireplaces, plenty of fire- 
wood, and piped water as well as that 
from the creek. No fire permits are 
needed as the camp is directly across 
the highway from the Union Creek 
Ranger Station. A hundred yards from 
the camp grounds are a store and mod- 
ern motel where supplies, licenses, and 
fishing tackle may be obtained. 

This is the gateway to Crater Lake, 
and the scenery is unsurpassed. The 
fishing is above average. Brown trout 
from 12 to 14 in. are not uncommon, 
and trout can be caught alongside the 
highway and even in the camp grounds. 

Although these streams carry a fair 
volume of water throughout the sum- 
mer, they are very clear, and trout can 
be consistently taken on either wet or 
dry flies. Royal Coachman and Gray 
Hackle with yellow body seem to be the 
most effective patterns. Weight the 
leader with a split shot or two to get 
down near the bottom, and tip the fly 
with a piece of angleworm. 

Union Creek camp also is a good 


| headquarters for other fishing locations. 


The highway forks here—the right fork 
going to Crater Lake, about 20 miles 
distant, the left fork going to Diamond 
Lake, 26 miles. Diamond Lake is noted 
for its large rainbows, mostly caught by 
trolling. Boats, motors, and supplies 
can be obtained at the lake, and there 
is a government camp ground there. 
Many side trips to small creeks from 
Union Creek also are possible. The 
rangers at the station can tell you how 
to get to them. 

Then there’s the Rogue River itself, 
a pretty good-size stream even up 
there, 4,000 ft. above sea level. It hoids 
some fine trout. In addition to the camp 
ground described there is a total of 33 
Forest Service camps in the Rogue 
River National Forest, most of them on 
or near the highway.—Robert L. Curtis. 
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FLORIDA 
Funland of America 


Spend the Winter months this year in Florida. 
Wonderful sunny days for fishing, bathing, boat- 
ing, duck shooting or just plain loafing. A grand 
time for the entire family is within everyone's 
means in this sportsman’s paradise. Be your 
budget large or small, your money goes farther 
in Florida. Write today to the famous resorts 
listed here, and to representatives for the fine 
Florida properties described on this page .. . 
make your arrangements EARLY, 
then come to FLORIDA this Win- 
ter for your finest vacation in 
years. 
E. Jacksonville Beach 
Palatka \ f 
Satsuma * SR Crescent City 
Huntington 
Georgetown 


New Smyrna 
e Eustis Paisley 


‘ Winter Garden 
Inglis 
Yankeetown Recdens Shiloh 
Tav2r2s sea 


Orlando Stuart 


West Palm Beach 
(or a 
St. Petersburg Lake f Okeechobee 


Clewiston 


o Hollywood 


Naples 9g * Miami 


Everglades Miami Beach 


Marathon 


Key West 











Key Colony, on the ocean, has every facil- 
ity for fishing and boating. Tackle shop, 
charter boats, skiffs and outboards, air 
conditioned mote! rooms, efficiencies and 
bungalows, Florida‘s finest swimming 
pool. Air conditioned cocktail lounge and 
restaurant, too. 

Write for FREE Fishing Map and Chart 


KEY COLONY wmanatuon. ria 





WANT BIG BASS? | 
Come to SPORTSMAN’S LODGE! 


oo 


—— 2 


~ "ee 


"gil! TROPHY 


. and other grand surprises await you at Sportsman’s 

Lodge. We've arranged for your every convenience . . . 
excellent boating facilities including De Luxe cruisers, 
motors, bait, tackle and fish-wise Native guides who know 

how to fish the world’s best black bass fishing area. You'll 

have the time of your life relaxing in solid comfort in this 
picturesque 53 room Southern mansion. Located on the his- 

toric St. Johns River, it is truly the finest of its kind in Ameri- 

ca! Our rates will appeal to every budget-minded sportsman. 

Join us during the Holidays. Special dinners and parties planned 

for your enjoyment. 

Limousine service available from adjacent airports and trans- 


portation terminals. 
: : 











For reservations 
and further in- 
formation write, 





wire or phone, 








Pomona Park 


4-221. 























For Finest Fishing 
Hunting—Boating 
Live in Lovely Tropical 


AQUALANE SHORES 


A beautiful, restricted community in 
the heart of Florida’s fastest growing 
city. Every improvement yet moderately 
priced. Your lot includes a slip for 
your boat at your back door. You can’t 
find a pleasanter homesite. or a better 
investment. Send for brochure. 
AQUALANE SHORES DEVELOPMENT 

NAPLES Box 517-O FLORIDA 


LODGE 
FISHING & DUCK-HUNTING CAMP 


WELAKA - FLORIDA 
BEACON “42” 
(Home of Gator Trout) 
Positively Fla’s BEST TROUT FISHING, year round—EXCELLENT SHOOTING for 
the Duck Hunter in Season. Boats-Motors-Bait-Tackle-Restaurant. Guides for Hunting 
& Fishing. 16 Cottages—Air cond. in Summer—Heated in Winter. 36 Mi. So. of Daytona 
Beach 
For inf. Write John Perkins, Mgr. 


Shiloh, Florida. Phone 4310 Oak Hill, Florida 























ALL PRIVATE 
TILE BATHS 


PACKAGE FLY— FISHERMEN — FLY 
went BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 


the Ocklawaha & §$ onns = rs 4 
We furnish fishing lic se mo 
i from Jacksonville or Orlando Airpo rt, ‘ 
style, all for the low cos : ays 870 
person doubl gle slichtly nie e pny i 
etc. on request. Mun rese 20% de 


le Lake George, 10-lb. bass 


Write—Wire—Phone 
TRIPLE ‘B’ FISHING LODGE 


CRESCENT CITY, FLA. PHONE POMONA PARK EX. 2828 
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REAL ESTATE x * LIKE RAIN THEY COME 


(continued from page 43) 


NAPLES PARK | directly overhead, and by rolling my 


FLORIDA | eyes far back I could see their long, 


® FISH in the Gulf of Mex- 
ico, nearby rivers, the 
ae 000 Islands! 

@ HUNT in the Everglades 
for real thrills! 
@ LIVE in this ideal Guif 
Coast community. the 
‘*Millionaire’s Playground," 
close to Vander ilt Beach, 
Naples’ wonderful 7-Mile 
Beach and the Everglades! 


Lots in Units #5 and +6 
——the last in this famous 
NAPLES PARK develop- 
ment—are NOW ready for 
sale. No more when these 
are gene! wr choice in- 





properties seit available! 


ASk 
‘PALM RIVER snores’’ 
WATERFRONT LOTS! 
WRITE TODAY! 
M. H. Davis “Sab agg * ng Inc. 
D OL. P. Oo. x 300 


NAPLES on Led ‘SuuF, 
LORIo 


~ COME TO FLORIDA | 


BUY 10-ACRES Choice Tung Grove Land in Flori- 
da’s Famous Tung Belt for $995-——Payable $25 
monthly/GUARANTEED! Then let us plant your 
Money-making Tung Nut Grove—source of Valu- 
able TUNG OIL---essential to Paint and many 
other Industries. Trees start bearing Third Year. 
Now growing Hundreds Beautiful Groves for 
others here--Near Famous PANAMA CITY Pleas- 
ure Resort. Wonderful Beaches, Boating, Fishing, 
Hunting. Ideal location for year-round living. Full 
Particulars FREE. Andrew Wood, Fountain, Fla. 


FINEST HUNTING AND FISHING 
Located in Lake County, (Central Florida) ad- 
joining Ocala Nationa! Forest, and near the fa- 
mous St. John’s River. 

Enjoy year ‘round, outdoor living in this quiet 
new development. $10.00 monthly without interest. 
Complete price $295-$895. Write for literature. 


CHAIN O’ LAKES, BOX 17, PAISLEY, FLA. 


flue FLORIDA 9 5Qv 


*250 FLORID: 


Payable $10 Monthty. Beautiful Retirement Homesites, 
near GULF COAST. Lots HIGH and ORY, beautifully rolt- 
ing. many trees. Colossal Hunting and Fishing in 9 FRESH 
and SALT WATER RIVERS, 11 BAYS and GULF of MEXICO. 
Government Game Preserve nearby. Grow Oranges, Grape- 
fruit, Vegetabies. Almost virgin area. Not over-exploited. 
BEST BUY IN FLORIDA TODAY. Free Folder. 

EDWARD G. MATHEWS, Owner—Box 1406, a N.C 


MAGNOLIA BLUFF 


Offers good fishing, comfortable 
and relaxation at a friendly, homelike 
on the famous St. Johns River. 
Modern housekeeping cottages, fronting the 
famous St. Johns river, per couple——$30.00 
per week and up. Motors, live bait and guides 
always available. 


Arthur E. Cooper, Mgr. 





rest 
place 


living, 


_Phone Pomona Park Ex. 2 2443, Satsuma, Fla. : 


OREGON COAST CABIN SITES 


Own the fishing and hunting camp of your dreams. 
weton’s $s best SALNON—-STEELNEAD—TROUT — BASS 
=e at your front door. At your back door, 

tER— EL K— —BEAR—GROUSE. 

. down ae 2 lots in the pines witt 
» Water at promerty line; close to Bead oy cul 
>. Write for brochure. No obligation. 


ROBIN REED, Box 171, Delake, Oregon 

















HOMESITES°400:;"" 


In California's loveliest Garden Spot, on scenic shores 
of beautiful Morro Bay, Enjoy future independence 
with excellent soil, soft water, wonderful fishing, 
munting, boating, etc. Grow fruits, vegetables, poul- 
try. Perfect temperate climate. Congenial commu- 
nity. Finest investment. Free literature. 
RICHARD S$. OTTO 

San Luis Obispo, California 


515 down NORTHERN wisconsin 


Lake Front Bargain 
100 foot lakeshore tract on ELLI 
SON LAKE, easily accessible and 
yet private location in the woods 
Hunt, fish, relax. Road. Wat 
ranty Deed & Abstract of Title 
Total price, $375 


RECREATIONAL REAL ESTATE 
Box 0-1254, Hayward, Wis. 


_Dept. B a 





& 
515 month 


RISBERG 





FLORIDA LAKE FRONT HOMESITES 











HOUSTON MONEY-MAKER PROPERTIES 


Buy Beautiful GUARANTEED Homesites in Popular 
fast-developing Southside Addition, for $345. Pay- 
able $15 Monthly. Houston is America’s fastest 
growing City and Second Largest Seaport. Recently 
celebrated its MILLION POPULATION DAY and is 
building with amazing rapidity. Fabulous Fortunes 
being made by many in Reali Estate. Enormous new 
Industrial Plants costing BILLIONS indicates great- 
ly increased growtth. Invest NOW for phenomenal 
future Profits. Write TODAY for FREE Information. 
Filmer \Vood, Box 413, Houston, Texas 


outstretched necks. They were looking 
us over carefully. 

“Now,” the guide whispered hoarsely. 

I stood up quickly to sight in on the 
formation’s lead bird. Though I'd loaded 
up with No. 2’s, I knew the birds were 
high again—very high. I fired, and the 
autoloader whacked comfortably 
against my shoulder. I heard the spat- 
ter of shot as it smacked the under- 
sides of the broad, pumping wings, but 
my goose bored straight ahead. I led it 
a bit more and tried again. Then a 
third time. No better. The goose kept 
right on going. 

Someone let out a yell. I turned in 
time to see a wildly flopping bird hit by 
Grits. It was his second kill in three 
quick shots. The remaining geese were 
now high-tailing it for quieter pastures. 

“How you guys do it beats me,” I 
growled. “Down in Florida, where I 
live, we'd expect to use rifles at that 
range.” 

Grits smiled, still watching the de- 
parting geese. ‘“You’re getting the 
hang of it,” he said. ‘Look.’ 

One of the big white birds was 
steadily losing altitude and, as we 
watched, it collapsed and tumbied into 
the marsh a good 500 yards away. 

Richard sighed. “I go get,” he said, 
and trotted off. 

“TI wouldn’t say you’d made yourself 
popular with him,” Shing baited me. 

But from what I'd seen of these 
easy-going Cajuns, I suspected that 
Richard had accepted the incident as 
part of his days’ work. His people are 
descendants of French colonists who in 
1755 were deported by the British from 
Acadia (now Nova Scotia). They settled 
along the Louisiana bayous, those devi- 
ous, thrusting tongues of water which 
stem from the Mississippi River just 
above where it drains into the Gulf of 
Mexico. The Acadians (the French 
name, Acadien, was later contracted by 
Americans to “Cajun”) are quite a dif- 
ferent group from the Creoles. 

When the perspiring ‘‘Ree-shar” re- 
turned, he was grinning. ‘Ma foi!’ he 
said, handing me my plump prize. 
“That geese she go a mile flying, yet.” 

By this time the huge goose flock 
was feeding at a new site on the marsh, 
and we could see the birds as they rose 
and fell along the flat horizon. Their 
noisy chatter came floating back to us 
as a subdued hum. But they would not 
come near us any more that morning, 
Richard said. It was time to go, but I 
didn’t want to go. I itched for another 
chance at those high-flyers that liter- 
ally blackened the sky, as Grits said. 

Soon the mud boat came to pick us 
up, and as it zipped us back through the 
water-laced marsh, Grits explained the 
presence of the unusual numbers of 
geese, ducks, and coots which frequent 
the area and which now were flying up 
from myriad ponds and creeks at our 
noisy approach. “This section repre- 
sents the »viggest sparsely inhabited 
chunk of waterfowl habitat in Amer- 
ica,” he said. “When you add up 
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Sabine, Delta, Rainey, Rockefeller, and 
similar refuges around here you've got 
over 1,000,000 acres.” 

Though we were guests at a private 
club, shooting of much the same order 
is available to the public thereabouts. 
In the town of Grand Chenier on State 
Highway 292, for example, there’s the 
Purdue-Smith club, which takes in 
public , rties by the day. Again, in the 
village of Creole, where Louisiana State 
Highways 292 and 42 intersect, there is 
the Rutherford Hunting Club, where 
for a $20 daily fee a visitor gets room, 
meals, guide, pirogue, decoys, etc. 

Other well-known hunting areas in 
the vicinity are Cameron, Holly Beach, 
and Pecan Island. Make inquiries first, 
if you’re interested. It’s rare that a 
man can drop into strange country— 
especially bayou country—-and im- 
mediately find good hunting or fishing. 

Incidentally, since last winter when I 
hunted at Grand Chenier, state wild- 
life men have created the Pass-a-Loutre 
public-hunting area at the mouth of the 
Mississippi River. Here, for a $2 fee, a 
hunter is provided transportation, and 
everything else is furnished except 
meals. However, applications must be 
mailed to the Louisiana Wild Life and 
Fisheries Commission, New Orleans 16, 
a month in advance of the hunting 
dates permitted (November 1 through 
November 25 and December 17 through 
January 10). 

At dinner that night we consumed 
shameful quantities of roast duck and 
rice balls, preceded by a chef’s specialty 
containing oysters, duck giblets, and 
garlic. Then, following custom, the bean 
gourd was used as a grab bag to allo- 
cate the guides we'd hunt with the next 
day. Unfortunately Grits had to return 
to New Orleans, but Shing and I drew 
dark-eyed David (pronounced “Dov- 
veed”) who reputedly was a professor 
of the goose language. “If the wind is 
from the south he'll call them down so 
they perch on your hat brim,’’ someone 
shouted to me. 

“T’ll settle for 40 yards,” I answered. 


a morning a room attendant awak- 
ened me at 4 a.m. and presented 
me with a cup of coffee before I could 
even swing my feet to the floor. 

“Which direction is the wind from?” 
I asked sleepily. 

“From de souf, suh.” 

The wild ride through the black 
marsh was made in a different mud 
boat, but I found the trip much easier to 
take. On the way out I moved close to 
David and yelled, ‘“‘No mile-high-flying 
geese. We want them low today.” 

At dawn, when Shing and I and the 
guide were standing on the marsh, we 
listened for the familiar clamor ofr the 
geese. There was no sound. I looked at 
David. “They come,” he said with a nod, 
and led us toward a large burn on the 
meadows. “Like rain they come.” 

“You sound mighty sure.” 

“Qui. Sure.” His dark head bobbed 
happily. “They even fly in upside 
down,”’ he said. I began to worry. 

The newspaper decoys were set out, 
and we built a blind in some bushes 
along the bank of a small stream that 
skirted the burned area. Then we set- 








tled down to wait. The minutes ticked ' 
by, and it grew lighter. But no geese. 

Then, far upwind, I heard the har- 
ooonk of Canadas. Gradually the thread 
of exciting sound swelled as the geese 
angled toward us across the flat marsh. 
There were 15 of them, heavy birds 
with long black necks stretching way 
out. They flew low and slowly, almost 
wearily, as though they might have 
just arrived at the end of the long 
Mississippi Flyway. 

I winced as David tried the Cajun 
eall, for all it did was to make the 
sharp-eyed birds veer off course a few 
more degrees and continue on their 
way. Shing settled resignedly inside his 
warm parka. More minutes ticked by. 

Whoo—whoo—gurgle, gurgle—whoo 
—whoo. David was at it again. 


fter a bit I heard the unexpected | 
rush of wings right at our backs. 
The guide gripped my arm hard. ‘First 
we watch,” he said, almost as an order. 

The first 50 geese hit the burn and 
ran like chickens, all gabbling furiously. 
Some bounced skyward again. Then the | 
air sighed like a great wind as sudden- 
ly it was filled with birds—blue geese, 
white geese, speckled geese. David, his 
fingers still clamped over my arm, gave 
it a squeeze, and I saw three plump 
blues shoot in right before our noses fly- 
ing upside down. 

Hundreds upon hundreds of squawk- 
ing geese were now dropping to earth 
with flailing, settling wings. I nearly 
choked as I watched the magnificent 
spectacle. The birds were so close [| 
could smell them; almost feel them. | 
Singles and pairs and small groups 
kept plummeting down with wings set 
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Rush bills, check or money order 





AUSTIN 31, TEXAS 





HUNT ON A PRIVATE ESTATE! 


81 acres of good hunting grounds in the Poconos. 
Professional guides. Home cooked he-man meals. 
Low rates. We'll obtain your license in advance. 
Oct. 30-Nov. 27, RABBIT, GROUSE, PHEAS- 

ANT, SQUIRREL, ete. Nov. 15-27th, BEAR. Nov. 
29-Dec. 11, DEER. 

For rates and reservations, write or phone 

MERRY a LODGE AND COTTAGES 

Box 17, Cresco, Pa Phone Cresco 603! 








and webbed feet outstretched. And 
then, roguishly, just before landing, 
they flipped over onto their backs like 
foolish fledgling pilots. 

We remained frozen behind the 
screening bushes. Perhaps a sixth sense | 
warned the geese, for with a roaring 
cry of alarm the entire flock leaped 
from the marsh. 

It would have been slaughter to shoot | 
at that moment, but I set my sights on | 
a twisting, squawking goose and waited | 
for the air to clear a bit. When it did, I 
let him have it. He folded. Another, a} 
half dozen yards to the left, was scoot- 
ing away toward the Gulf when the 
load of my No. 2’s ripped through his 
afterparts. His wings stiffened and he 
planed earthward on his last dive. 


that must have guessed it was coming. 
He hopped straight up just as I shot. 

I didn’t mind. I looked at Shing and 
saw that his face was beaming. He had 
two kicking birds of his own on the 
raarsh. 

I turned to David. ‘‘Merci, mon ami,” 
I said. He shrugged off my thanks. 

Later, walking slowly back to the 
spot where the mud boat was to pick 
us up, David pointed out a trapper pol- 
ing his pirogue quietly through the 
marsh. “Sometimes Cajun man feels he 
mus’ leave thees bayou, go into outside 
worl’. But he always come back.” He 
regarded me thoughtfully for a mo- 
ment, then smiled. “Someday you come 


My | 
third shell was wasted on a blue gander | 





back to bayou too.” I nodded. THE END 


A THRILL FOR REAL HE-MEN! 


Hunt lion, bear, big game. os! magnificent scen- 
ery, unbeatable c ete, real Western food and 
hospitality with the top lion, bear hunting outfit in 
the West. 
For the best hunt of your lifetime call, Cornville 
12, Jerome exchange, ( Arizona). 
Ace lion hunter LEO GREENOUGH, 


Owner, Spring Creek Ranch, Cottonwaod, Arizon Arizona 


x * MEXICO x * 














HUNT IN SONORA MEXICO 
LION, TIGER & OTHER GAME 


We furnish License, food and trans- 
portation. For further information, write: 


HEREDIA and LOERA 
Outfitters and guides 
P. O. Box 1601 Nogales, Arizona 


¢ i 
mm 00 
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AFRAID OF 
CIGARETTES? 


Smoke this amazing 
new kind of pipe 
30 days at my risk! 


| Looks like any fine pipe—no tricks, no 


gadgets—but an astonishing new papy- 
rus utilizes four of nature’s immutable 
laws to remove 70° of the tobacco tars 
that are said to be responsible for throat 
and lung irritation. The same invention 
also gives you the coolest, smoothest 
smoke you ever had. Try a 30-day smok- 
ing test at my risk.Send name—no money 
—for eye-opening facts and trial offer. 


| EA. ted 1920 Sunnyside Ave. 
Dept.1511 - - Chicago 40, Illinois 





More Sportsmen Buy 
OUTDOOR LIFE 
ON AMERICA’S NEWSSTANDS THAN BUY 
ANY OTHER MAGAZINE IN THE FIELD 








ALL BOYS SAFARI for East Africo, now 
being organized. LIMITED to ten boys, 
between ages of 16 and 20. 


Leave New York June 30th, 1955—re- 
turn August 5, 1955. 24 days hunting and 
phoiographing with ‘Bunny’ Allen, Fa- 
mous Professional White Hunter, assisted 
by four other Professional White Hunters. 
The Saiari is climaxed by the climb of 
Mt. Kilimanjaro. 


All INCLUSIVE COST from New York $2680. 
For full information, write Harry L. Welker 
Jr., 1514 Packer Street, Williamsport, 
Pa. or Raymond-Whitcomb Trovel Service, 
1600 Walnut Street, Philadelphia 3, Pa. 








Ruffed ¢ Grouse and 
Adirondack Deer 


They're bigger, they're better up here in the 
Northwoods but it takes a real Hunter to get 
them. We provide the guide and the jeep free, 
the best meals you ever ate, the best beds you 
ever slept in. We'll loan you a gun, teach you 
to shoot if need be, find you the game. The 
rest is up to you. Then we'll age, freeze and 
ship the meat to your home. 

Bring vour wife slong and live and hunt like 
millionaires at Fabulous Lake Placid’s most 
comfortable Inn. For Free Color Booklets. mail! 
this ad or write to 


JACK WIKOFF, Licensed Guide 
Mirror Lake Inn lake Placid, N. Y. 


It’s a swell place for a vacation anytime. 
Join the gang and see 

















SOME OF THE 
WORLD’S FINEST SPRING 
AND FALL GRIZZLY HUNTING 
WINTER AND SPRING STEELHEAD FISHING 
PACK TRIPS FOR MOOSE AND GOAT 
Write Air Mail, or wire: 
BELLA COOLA GUIDES ASSOCIATION 


BELLA COOLA, 8.C.. Canada 
J. N. Olsen, Sec'y s. ©. Saugstad. Pres 


% *% INDIA * x 
TEMAS 















= INDIA 
TIGER — PANTHER — BEAR 
BISOe — DEER — WILD BOAR 
HUN in the agg ame tg tiger jungles of 
MADHY A PRADESH. Se m. NOVEMBER to MAY. 
Reserve early, to avole is =ppotmans nt. All shikar 
parties personally conducte “4 IVER YEARS EX- 


PERIEN E at your service. Enquiries: 


Madhya Pradesh 


ee 








* See CANADA x * 








Lt. Col. S. A. H. GRANVILLE " 
PACHMARHI, INDIA 


Lake Wakuapetec 


Lake Trout . . Walieyes . . North- 
ern Pike .. Bass . . Speckled Trout 
AMERICAN PLAN, 


WEST 
BAY 


log sleeping 


CAMPS cabins. Fully equipped HOUSE- 
KEEPING CABINS. Paved road 
right to dock. Very good beds; boats, motors. 


and references, write or wire: 


WALTER P. ARLT 
SUDBURY N. Ont., 


For folder 


_93 Front Sv.. 


x * CUBA x* x 


Isle of Pines—Cuba 


*‘Sportsman’s Paradise’”’ 
35 MINUTES FLYING TIME from Havana. 
65 miles south of Cuba 
BONEFISH, TARPON, BARRACUDA FISHING. 
QUAIL SHOOTING, TRAINED BIRD-DOGS. 
Safe, Comfortable cruiser. English-speaking guides. 
Unusually fine accommodations. 
For penne write Air Mail (10e): 
DR. F. JAMES 
Box 1338, Neuva a? iste of Pines, 


CANADA 








Cuba 
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SPORTSMAN’S MarRKET PLACE 


Classified ads $.70 per word per insertion, payable in advance. Minimum ad 14 words. White space—$3.75 a line. 
Closing date for the February issue (on sale January 25) is December 22. No cancellations after December 15th. 





1 ARMS & AM/MAUNITION 


SAVE ee A on Ammunition—Reload your shells. Get 

our big 142 page Hand Book. It tells you how, in 
easy to follow instructions. Only $1.00 postpaid, or 
send for free folder. Belding & Mull, Box 428-A, 
Philipsburg, Pennsylvania. 


BECOME A Game Warden, or join Forestry, Park, 

Lookout, bone gd Conservation services. ny A cut- 
door work, _< pay, real security. Complete informa- 
tion Free! rite ‘“‘Home Study Institute,"” 3156DR 
West Eighth, Los Angeles 5, California. 


GUN Bargains, over 5000 guns listed monthly. 20c 
(coins) brings list. Guns, Columbus, Nebraska. 


AMMUNITION—7.7 Jap 150 Grain S.P.—20—$4.00 
30 M-I Carbine 110 grain S8.P.—-50—$5.00. 8MM 
Jap Nambu—50—$7.50. Hanson's Custom Loading, 
Box 143-A, Bonner Springs, Kansas. 














2 ANTIQUE FIREARMS 





be gg Rabbit Journal. Small Stock Farmer, Fairlawn 
New Jersey, Year $1.00, Book, copy 25c. 





180 PAGE platols, sm illustrated catalog d with 
tols, swords, dagge armor, etc, Sent 
50c. Robert Abels, L860 Lexington 

Avenue, New "york F 


ANTIQUE gun books with current prices. Free catalog. 
Bargains. Pioneer Press, 104, Harriman, Tennessee. 


WQWUITschuerbelleraickin: Am selling 500 historical 

firearms, 20.000 prehistoric Indian relics, 20,000 
historical cartridges, coins, Revolutionary. Civil War; 
Indian flintlocks, muskets, pistols, swords, bayonets, 
bullet molds, flasks. Frontiers, Kentucky rifles. Pep- 
perboxes, Derringers. Mounted pheasants, quail, squir- 
rels, deerheads, steerhorns, antlers. Arrowheads, tom- 
ahaw':s, spearheads, discoidals, violin wood, blo- 
horns, bowood. gold dollars—Agates, minerals, fos- 
sils, lapidary supplies. Send 35c for profusely illus- 
trated catalog. Heike. Shangrila, Wenona, Illinois. 











CHECKERING Tools—Hand-filed set of three—Checker, 

Border; Cleaner—also ections. Popular 16 line 
set $3.00; 18 and 20 line $3.75 postpaid. Thousands 
satisfied; ‘sold last 15 years. Free Catalog. Warner 
Products, Baldwinsville 3, New York. 


REBUILT Luger Pistols with new 6 
$55.00, New Barrels $16.00, Firing Pins, 
Ejectors $2.50, side pilates $6.50. 

change. Box 619, Whittier, California. 


a All Makes, Shieped Prepaid. Robert Frie- 
~ = al West 4 Street, New York 12, New York. 





inch barrels, 
$4.50, 
estern Gun Ex- 








JAP Ammunition; 7.7 $4.00; 6.5 $4.50. Hunting 
Loads. Drake’s Custom Loading, Hartford, Michigan. 
POWDER. ~~ a #4676, #4831, Western Ball, and 
all others. B. Hodgdon, Inc., Merriam, Kansas. 
SPECIAL , ase on new guns, scopes, etc. Send for 
list. E. Bishop, 388 Biadford Avenue, Fall River, 
Massachusetts. 
see BARGAINS. Modern Antique Firearms, Binocu- 
s, War Relics. Catalog 50c. Smith Gunshop, 
Ronnemeds. New Jersey. 
U.S. 30-06 cal. Springfield rifles. Good, $42.50; Very 
Good, $55.00; Perfect, Good, 00. German Mod. 9 














List. Freedland Arms, 
New York. 


AMMUNITION, fresh hunting loads. 25 and 31 cal. 
Jap rifle and carbine; 25 cal. Italian rifle and car- 
bine; $4.50 for 20. Largest variety of ammunition in 
the U.S. Send for free list. Philip Jay Medicus, 18 
Fletcher Street, Dept. O, New York 38, New York. 


HUNTING Suppeniies: All Foreign ard Wildcats. 172 
different cali Free Price List. Custom Loading 
Service, 2851/2 Mastick, Sen Bruno, California. _ 


COMPLETE stock of Brownings and all other leading 
makes of shotguns and rifles. Complete line Bausc. 
& Lomb. Illustrated catalog 19c. Hanseman's Gun 
Shop, North Beect, Street Road, Centralia, Illinois. 


10 GAUGE magnum—Neumann double barrel shotgun 
—Free brochure. San Francisco Gun Exchange, 91 
Fourth Street, San Francisco 3, California. 


BELGIAN built 10 gauge magnum doubles from 
$219.50. New .404 Jeffery Magnum rifle, only 
$295.00. New Single Trap gun soon. Direct or 
through your dealer. Write for literature. Harry R. 
Sohn; Company, Grafton, Wisconsin. 

















GUN--Guns—Guns:—Big discounts all new guns. Good 
~cheap used guns. December Special: New Me ay ry 
52C. Olympic sights. List $121.15, Special $99.5 
Dime brings list. Leopold Kay, 845 Riverside Rice. 
New York 32, N. Y. 
GUNSMITH’S Magic Bluer. Easy to apply, no special 
equipment required. $1 postpaid. Send for free gun, 
reloading supplies, archery and binocular catalog. No. 
5. Gun Shop, Baker, Oregon. 
2000 GUNS!! Guns!! Merry Christmas! Hunters-Shoot- 
ers-Collectors, All guns & accessories. Bargain cata- 
log 50c. Agramonte, 201 Warburton, Yonkers 2B, 
New York. , ES 
LEARN gun repairing at home. Profitable business. 
Details 10c. Modern Gun Repair School, Box 430-X, 
Marshfield. Wisconsin. 
FRONTIERS Engraved, Gold-Silver Plating—inlays 
custum grips. Frontiers bought. Bluing Chemicals 
Gunreblu, Biltmore 4, North Carolina. 
ALTER Japs to 30-06—$6.00, Jap shells 7.7 $3.75 
6.5 $3.95. Italian 6.5 to 257 $8.00. Catalog Be. 
TP Shop, West Branch 4, Michigan. 
SEND 10c for lists either shotguns, rifles, | 
ammunition or send 25c for all lists. 
Willmar, Minnesota. id [ee 
CARBINE Hunters, hollow point your ammo. Easy 
x+y page $1.00. Shell holder $1.25, Depth stop 
$.5 N. Chambers, 523 Union Arcade, Davenport, 























h andguns, 
Frayseth’s, 





a 


MANY Modern, Antique guns. List 10c coin. Ed 
Howe, 8 Main, Coopers Mills, Maine. 





‘ GRAY’S Gun Cabinets, 


COLT Frontiers and Percussions.. Winchester Brass 
Frame 1866 and 1873. Reasonable Prices. 1200 Old 
guns on hand. Stamp for Lists. George Madis, 113 So. 
3rd Avenue, South St. Paul. Minnesota. 


2A GUN BOOKS 


FOR Shooters & Collectors—any gun book in print, 
many out of print. Unusual premium plan. Send 50c 
for illustrated catalog. Ray Riling, 6844-B Gorsten, 
Philadelphia 19, Pennsylvania. 
3 ARMS EQUIPMENT 
BIG Gunsmith Catalog. 48 pages Just Out! 1001 Tools 
make ideal Christmas Gifts for amateurs & Profes- 
sionals. Moderate Prices. Mail 25c postage today, 
Frank Mittermeier—Est. 1936—3577 E. Tremont, 
Dept. O, Bronx 65, New York. 
WINGSHOOTERS! Save your ammunition! 

















Hit the 

im ., Write for Poly-Choke’s amazing 
free booklet--‘‘Straight from the Shoulder.”’ Poly- 
Choke Company, 437 Tunxis Street, Hartford. Conn, 


3A GUN CABINETS 


Racks. Finished and unf:n- 
ished, Philippine Mahogany, California Redwood, 
Clear or Knotty Pine. Also custom Cabinets. Write 
for free folder. Gray’s Gun Cabinets, Box 329, Santa 
Cruz. Califorria. 

BARGAIN . Sportsman’s Gun Cabinet. Complete de- 
tailed plans. Close-out $1. postpaid. Pioneer Press, 
Harriman, Tennessee. 

GUN Cabinets, Racks, New Catalogue. New Models. 
Send 25c Dealers write. Kmox Wood Products, Dept. 
L.. Knoxville, Io 


4 SiGCULARE & TELESCOPES 


SAVE! Save! New Binoculars! Free Catalog. Free Book, 
“How To Select Binoculars.” Write Today! Bush- 
nell’s, 43-L-92 Green, Pasadena 1, California. 























HATORAL STS Catalog 15c. Hamsters $2.75 pair. 
Chameleon 85c. 200 Mealworms $1.25. Quivira 
Specialties, Topeka 30, Kansas. 

RAISE Guinea Pigs. Year ‘round cash income avail- 
able. Booklet free. Taylors, B426P, Hapeville, 
Georgia. 

FOR Sale. Red and “a sepmnieaitn Al Wiemerslage, 
Route 3. New Albin, lowa 

SMOKED Ringneck Dheasant hens, ready-to-eat. 3 for 
$10.00 P.Pd. Maier Pheasant Farm, Bremen, Indiana. 
DESCENTED Skurke (civets) $15.00, coons $10.00. 
1supmunks $2.50. Alma Robertson, Rte. 2, Box 
1092. Norco, California. 

RACCOONS, $15: Magpies, Golden Ea a. $50; 
phewks, 9 $12. Wiid Pets, 335% P iperwick Blvd., Colum- 
us 


7 GAME BIRDS 

GENUINE Wild turkeys, ogee ate bobwhite and Ten- 
nessee red quail. Write for petese on wae you want. 

Alabama Game Farm, Castleberry, Alabam: 

RINGNECK Pheasants—top flyers Fae aot de- 
livery guaranteed. Phone Hawley 3049. J. A. Gib- 

bons, Hawley, Pennsylvania. R. D. #1. 

NORTHERN Bobwhite quail, special prices, immedi- 
ate delivery, satisfaction guaranteed. Warren Quail 

Farm, Alexander City. Alabama. 

RINGNECK Pheasants, live or dressed and frozen. 

PD Lou Jo’s Pheasant Farm, RD#2, Hartville. 
io 

oe tee wild turkeys $15.00 each. F.O.B. 
R. L. Moss, Rt. +6 Johnson City, Tennessee. 






































8 FOX & MINK 


1000 BRED Mink. Booklet Pen Plans 20c. Lake 
tario Mink Ranch, Gravel Road, Webster, New 
MINK $21.00 up, free price list, Spoxiet 25c. Ge 

Fur Farm, R-1. Jamestown. New York. 
9 CHINCHILLAS 
CHINCHILLA raising, profitable. 
quired. Collins, 3520-A 
Florida. 
LOOKING For The Best? We have top quality N.C.B.A. 
registered Chinchilla breeding stock at reasonable 
prices. Alban Kleutsch, Medford. Wisc. Ph. 4956. 
RAISE fabulous chinchillas. Sel] all you raise through 
our natural marketing plan. Less than $100 can 
start you. United Chinchillas, 7372F Melrose, Los 
Angeles. California. 
CHINCHILLA: Young mated pairs, bred pairs. Soon 
to litter. Reasonable prices. Gordon Morey, 964 N. 
115 Street, Wauwatosa 13, Wisconsin. 














small capital re- 
N.W. 33 Avenue, Miami 42, 














SAVE 25%! Get interesting facts. Free 52 page, Bin- 
ocular, Telescope Catalog, 95 to $250.00! United, 

oreo Y va Western, A-310 Chicago 20. Dealers 
ante 


BINOCULAR specialists, all makes repaired. Author- 
ized Zeiss, Hensoldt dealer. Tele-Optics, 5514 Law- 
rence, Chicago 30. Illinois. 


IMPORTERS’ amazing prices precision binoculars, ee 

models. Free trial. Folder, ‘“‘Binocular Selecting,”’ 
catalog free. Prentiss Importers, Mercury Bldg., West 
Los Angeles 25, California. 


BINOCULARS: All makes. New and Used. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Free Catalog. Louis Domingues, Kerr- 
ville 1, Texas. 


BINOCULAR specialists since 1923. Free estimates on 

repairs and hardcoating. Binocular bargains at im- 
porters prices: free list. Free informative leaflets. 
Mirakel Repair Co., Mount Vernon 3, New York. 


LOWEST prices all sizes, binoculars, telescopes, mi- 
croscopes, free catalogue. Joe’s Binocular Shop, 
4°27 Second Blvd. Detroit 1, Michigan. 

BUSCHING Optical Service. Repairs, American & 
Japanese sales. 8211 Orchard Street, S. W., Tacoma 
99, Washington. (Tillicum. ) 


5 SIGHTS & SCOPES 


SCOPE Mounts—the World’s Finest, Smooth! Fast! 
Low! 204 different models one and two-piece bases 
with standard rings $16.50, split rings $20.00. 3500 
dealers everywhere. Free catalog ‘O’’. Maynard 
Buehler Co., Orinda. California. 


LEE Dot the original center dot reticule for scope 
sights will improve your shooting. Endorsed by lead- 
ing authorities. Factory equipment America’s Finest 
scopes, Bausch & Lomb, Lyman, Fecker, Unertl, Stith 
Cub, Leopold-Stevens, Bushnell Scopemaster. imme- 
diaté delivery above. Also Weavers. Or installed your 
above listed scope promptly. Write for free illustrated 
folder and price list. At your dealer or direct. T. 
Lee, P.O. Box 2123, Birmingham 1, Alabama. 


LOW Safetys for scope sighted Springfields, Mausers 

M54, Krags $6.60, dealers everywhere. Custom 
made, hardened, polished, blued, beauty and safety in 
one. Free catalog “‘O” . Maynard Buehler Co., Orinda, 
California. 






































Ss. A. Colts & Win. rifles, for sale reasonable: Send 25c 
for price list. 25c for holster catalogue. Laredo Gun 
Shop, 3110 San Bernardo, Laredo, Texas. 


MI Carbine ammunition, $6.00 hundred. M1 Carbine 
30-shot magazines $4.00. Thomson, 23 Pinckney, 
Greenville, South Carolina. 

EE Gun and Scope list for three 
Taylor’s. 1520 Denman, Coshocton, Ohio 
COLOR hardening, heat treating, low number Spring- 
a7 double heat ~ tg aes Alamo Heat Treating Co., 

Box 7081, Houston 8, 

REBORING 6.5 Japs to Thai or 300 Savage $24. 8 
Years Rechambering Jap and Belgian rifies to Amer- 
ican calibers. Jap Romberger, Cressona, Penna. 








cent stamp. 








GUN Screws, hardened and blued, assorted lengths 

6/48 and 8/40, also plug screws 50c dozen. V.i- 
versal length guard screws Springfield, Enfield 35c. 
Mauser guard screws, set $1.50 postpaid. All and 
more in Free Catalog ‘‘O’.. Maynard P. Buehler Co., 
Orinda. California. 


10 BOATS & MOTORS 


OUTBOARD. Motor Parts—New—Used for all makes. 
Send stamp for price quotation listing parts needed. 
Outboard Motor Mart, Inc., B229 State Street, 
Boston, Massachusetts. 

, used rebuilt marine motors. Marine conver- 
sions, fittings, supplies. Free Catalog. Stokes Marine 
Supply. Dept. 25. Coldwater, Michigan. 

FULL size, cut-to-shape Boat Patterns, Blueprints. 
71/o-38 feet. New 1954 illustrated ‘‘Build A Boat’ 
catalog of 50 naval architect-designed Cruisers, Run- 
abouts, Sloops, Skiffs, Outboard Boats, Sailing, Rac- 

Houseboa ts, 50c. Marine Hardware Catalog, 
better 1954 “How to Build Boats” 
Polywog Houseboat Plans, $12. Cleve- 
land Boat Biueprint Co., Dept. A-14, 9400 Steinway, 
Cleveland 4, Ohio. 
FREE Catalog. Boat Kits, Trailers, Fiberglas, Marine 
Hardware. Luger Industries, Dept. BK, 3207 Fremont 
South, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 
BOAT covers, custom & ready made. Also tarpaulins, 
canvas yard goods. Life preservers. Free boat cover 
catalogue. Morsan, 10-40C 50th Avenue, Long Island 
City 1, New York. 
BOAT Bargains—Inboards, outboards, sailboats, ac- 
cessories. Hundreds listed monthly. Sample Free. 
Boats, Columbus, Nebraska. aa 
SEA Legs Boat Kits, prices from $39.00. Complete 
kits, including brass wood screws, precut parts, 
pre-assembled frames, foolproof illustrated instruc- 
tions. Write for free literature. Penney Woodcraft 
Industries. Dept. C-30, Defiance, Ohio. 
AIRBOAT, Plans. (Aluminum) Complete. Parts list, 
photos, $2.00. Lester Black, Box 28, Florida City, 
Florida. ae 
BOATMASTER, Holland's finest outboard motor, ultra 
light weight, one Horsepower, precision build, forced 
air cooling. List price $129.75 exclusive shipping 
charges. Write for information. Henry Nienhuys, 238 
Longmeadow Street, Longmeadow, Massachusetts. 
Dealers welcome. 
SECTIONAL boats. 
efature send 10c. 
kansas. 
58 BOAT Designs‘ Catalog 25c. Kit, Hardware Catalog 
15c. Marinecrafte, 55-L Sorrento, Allston, Massa- 
chusetts. 
SIMPLIFIED. modern boat plans and, patterns. In- 
boards and outboards 12’ to 22’. Please state type. 
Glen Plans, Box 568, Compton, California. 
































Haul them in car trunk, For lit- 
Tune Craft, Fayetteville 2, Ar- 











6 BIRDS & ANIMALS 


H4AMSTERS—Golden; young, $4.00 pair; 
oped, $5.00 pair. 
53, New York. 
BABY Pet Monkeys Companionship-Fun. 
pricelist 25c. Mynah b 
son Tropical Birds. 
York 33. New York. 





fully devel- 
Adirondack Hamstery, Prospect 





Tllustrated 
irds, wonderful talkers. Bron- 
149 Fort George Avenue, New 





by as surplus, 30-06 Enfield rifles. .38 and .45 Colt, 
ith & Wesson, Webley and Enfield revolvers. (No 

ohdeass — Write International, 1011 Bleury, 

Montreal, Quebec 

GUNSMITH course complete for veterans and non 

veterans, write for particulars. Colorado School of 

Trades, 8797 W. Colfax, Denver 15, Colorado. 





124 ourpoor ire 


INTERESTED buying all types edible wild game ae, 
animals, reptiles. Contact, A-Z Quonset Bar, 5830 
Conner. Detroit 13, Michigan. 

GREAT Northern bob cats, silver badger, 
Beautiful are eagles $50.00, porcupines 
prairie dogs $8 . Magpies, beautiful birds, 
Chauncey Gio Forsyth. Montana. 





$20.00. 
7.00, 
5.00. 


AIR boat, snow sleigh plans, supplies. Catalog 25c. 
Banks-Maxwell, Box 3301M, Ft. Worth, Texas. 
BOAT Kits, plans and prtterns for America’s Finest 
Outboard Runabouts, Cruisers, Skiffs, Rowboats and 
Canoes. Free Illustrate? Literature. Schneider Boat 
Co., 1909 West Vliet, ‘ilwaukee 5, Wisconsin. 


11 CAMPING EQUIPMENT 


AIR mattresses, sleeping bags — (direct from 
manufacturer); camping equipme: w prices. 
Send 10c for 72 page illustrated tent- -camping equip- 
ment—tent maintenance catalogue. Mor-San Sales, 
10-21C 50th Avenue, Long Island City 1, New York. 
WILD Game Cook Book. 350 tempting dishes. Perfect 
gift. $1—postpaid. Pioneer Publishers, Harriman, 
Tennessee. 























13 CAMERAS & PHOTO SUPPLIES 
BEAUTIFUL Sy ey from each picture on roll— 











8 exposure 35c; xposure 45c. Cut Rate Photos, 
Dept. A-8. Janesville, Wi 
R 6mm. Sound Feature Pictures—$3.95, three 


ENT 1 
days, including delivery, return postage. 25-minute 
short subjects programs. 9. Big catalog free. 
Eastin Pictures, 123 Eastin Bldg.. Davenport, lowa. 
WILD Animal and Bird Movies. 8mm or 16mm beau- 
tiful color or B&W. Also 2x2 color slides. Send for 
free catalog. bi} Life Films, 5151-D Strohm Ave., 
N. Hollywood, Calif 
8MM. Movies—Hunting. fishing, 
$3.49 povspeld, Big free catalog lists new, 
16mm., 8m films; used 16mm. sound projectors; 
new 2”x2” color slides. “Blackhawk Films, 1057 Eastin, 
Davenport. Iow 
PHOTO Tees a your own favorite photo. Send 
negative or print and rmoney-order for best quality 
mural, »’x5’-—$12.00. Don Meacham—915 Colora- 
—Santa Rosa, California. 








adventure—150’ 
use 





ich 








GERMAN shorthairs registered, hunting stock, three 

champion stu rdsburg Kennels, 33130 School- 

craft, Livonia, M 

IRISH Setters: mee sug P' pups available. Champion Fine- 
field Invasion at Contact, Harold Weier, 

O'Neill, Nebraska. m4 
REGISTERED Pointer puppies and young dogs. Ch» 
an oe eee John W. Riggs, R-4, Durham, 








rth Caro 
SROLiae ata & Pointer. Outstanding Pheasant 
dogs. Trial. Palmer Strauss, R #4, atertown, 
Wisconsin. 





WEIMARANERS—G, Shorthairs, Choice Xmas Pu 
Sensible Prices. Austrian Import Stud. Holte’s 
Kennels, Butterfield, Minnesota. 

GERMAN Shorthair top field, show pups $35. $50. 
Champion Stud. Gibson, 715 Hiram, Wichita, 
Kansas. 

GERMAN My age Pointers. Champion bred pups 
and older dogs. Showy shooting dogs. Champion at 
stud. Clarence Goering, Newton. Kansas. 











RESOLVE now to own a Chesapeake for next season. 
Write to Woodall, Tinley Park. Illinois. 

REGISTERED Labrador pups: blacks, yellows. Health 
and safe arrival guaranteed. Larry Kolker, LeMars. 
Iowa. 








pe ee ed Special: Golden Labrador puppies. Best 
bloodlines. Guaranteed. Williston Besin Kennels, 
Williston, N. D. 





DON’T be without your Irish Water Spaniel! all-around 
retriever another season. A.K.C. registered. Dorothy 
n. Fairmount. North Dakota. 











19A COLLIES 
PEDIGREED collies. Beautiful. intelli i 
breeding. Ideal pals. $30, $35. Shier Mc- 


ship 
a Menten, Pennsylvani. 
ISTERED scotch collie pups, sable and white, 
also whites, reasonable. Sheckler’s Farms, Nevada, 
Ohio. 








198 GERMAN SHEPHERDS 





OUTDOORSMAN—Prove it in color. New Capri 8mm. 
camera, F2.8 lens, simplified operation, regular 
$54.95 now $49.95. includes postage and taxes. 
Check or money order. Photo Ad, 2073 Crozier, 
Muskegon, Mich. 

PHOTO enlargements. Send $1.00 and favorite nega- 
tive for highest quality 8"x10” deluxe photo enlarge- 
ment. Satisfaction guaranteed. Free listing. Warren 
Photo Service, Box 138, Irvington 11. New Jersey. 


14 DOGS & KENNELS 








REGISTERED Dark Mahogany Irish Setters. April 
1955 puppy reservations. Write: Roger D. Cope, 
Route 3 Salem. Ohio. 


CHRISTMAS Puppies, silvers. black/silvers. Bred “fe- 
male, yearling male, loves children. Oldeheyde, Lou- 
donville Ohio 





PUPPIES. German shorthaired pointers—Weimara- 
ners champion sired; , dual _eareees Seon Guaran- 








teed healthy Leighton Ellis, 
Arrowsmith. Tllinois. 

AMERICA'S Finest. Schwarenburgs, Don Alejo (Im- 
ported). Deposit will hold Christmas pups, innocu- 


lated, training book, photos ready. Furcht Kennels, 
Gooding. Idaho. 





FREE—Dog and cat remedies, supplies, toys, catalog. 

Norvet, Hartford 1. Connecticut. 

ENGLISH Bull puppies, Also Boston Terriers. Cata- 

an 10 cents. Challenger Kenneis, Jackson Center, 
io. 








WEIMARANER puppies whelped Sept. 19. Excellent 
breeding. Price reasonable. A. L. Clark, Cisco, Texas. 
FOR Sale. Dogs, Setters and Pointers, Fox, Coon and 
Rabbit Hounds, shipped for trial. Catalog 10c. Stan- 








ley Blake, Mer., Bluegrass Farm Kennels, Berry, 
Kentucky. os ae an 
DALMATIAN puppies. Eligible A.K.C, Guar- 


— ) 


$50 either sex. Kane Kennels, 


anteed healt 
Leland, Illinois.” Sie 
OORANG Airedale pups $35.00 up on approval. Sold 
by mail or advance appointment. Sportsmen's Serv- 
ice, LaRue 6, Ohio. 

PURE bred Springers. Two new litters sired by cham- 
Kennel, 

















pions. Expected October 24. Lanark Hill 
#118 Adm. Callaghan Lane, Vallejo, California. 
DOG-E-Anchor leaves hands free to bathe, holds dog 
in car. Guaranteed, $9.50. No COD’s. F Enter- 
prises, Box 611, Livingston. New _Jersey 
WEIMARANERS—whelped June 17. A.K Good hunt- 
ing stock, John Lowry, R.1, Traverse Clty, Michigan. 
Farm 


REGISTERED Airedales of outstanding quality. 
raised. $25.00, $35.00. Charles Scarborough, Box 
174. Murray, Kentucky. 

a six months old. Best of bloodlines. 
Reg. A.K.C. Bert Berge, Randolph, Nebraska. 

















REG. St. Bernards; Newfoundlands, Schipperkees, 
grown—or pupvies. Kaufmann’s, Michigan City, In- 
diana, RR3. Box 514. Phone 2-4848. akan cadiodeoe 
WEIMARANER Puppies, whelped Sept. 20th. A.K.C. 
Registered. Reasonably priced. Satisfaction Guarar- 
teed. Bill Cleveland, North Ads, Michigan. 
NORWEGIAN Elkhound pupp..s, Hunters, Herder, 


Companions and Watchdogs. Life time guarantee. 
Envilla Ranch, Havre, Montana. 


PROVEN hunting Weimaraner pups A.K.C. reg. Christ 











Pataky. 592 Hickory Lane M.R.E.. Mansfield, Ohio. 
15 BEAGLES 
CHOICE Beagles & Rabbithounds, broken trial, ~ pup- 


pies, niceiy marked. Guy Werner, Seven Valleys, 
Pennsylvania. Mia egec?, Mi she tes Ps a 
PEDIGREED Beagle puppies started and broke dogs, 
high quality stock. Horace Mitten, Millersburg, Ohio. 


HUNTING Beagles are America’s most popular dog. 
Registered pups $25.00. Olie Noblitt, Temple, Okla- 
homa. 
BEAGLEs, 
dogs, also puppies, 
mar. Marvyiand. 








Rabbit Hounds, thoroughiy broken started 
fine stock. Arthur Flanigan, Key- 





POINTERS: Trained, male or female, 3 years old, 
registered $100. Puppies $25. Photo available. Nolan 
Hutcheson, Houston, Missouri. 

WANTED: Bird dogs for training. Grouse. Pheasant. 
Excellent references. A. E. Seidel, Danville, Pa. 
TRAINING: Shooting Dogs $20.00 Month. Boarding 
March to October $60.00. Idlewild Acres, Route 3, 
fron Citv, Tennessee. 

GERMAN Shorthair Pointer pups, bred bitches, trained 
and untrained dees for sale. All reg. O’Elmlynn K’s, 

















20 ST. BERNARDS 

CHRISTMAS Puppies, loving devoted a 
everywhere, majestic, kind. ‘‘Siegend’’, Waukee 
Iowa. Phone 2 

23 DECOYS, CALLS & BLINDS 





aph records which teach 
oose, crow, squirrel 
heads. paint, etc. 
, 3149 39th Ave- 


CALLS. Decoys and phono: 








nue Sou " 
KILL more crows: Ho ean man's ‘“‘network of fabric”’ 
Camouflaged crow blind permits you to watch birds 
fly into shooting range, then stand and shoot! Light- 
weight and easy to set up; carry in coat pocket. Ideal 





for doves, ducks, geese. Free circular. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. $7.50. Order today. Hoffman Awning 
Company, 627-A Gutman Avenue, Baltimore 18, 


Maryland. 





RR_3_ Vincennes, Indiana. 
17 HOUNDS 


COON Hunters! Read a monthly magazine devoted to 
coonhounds, training, news, stories. 12 issues $2.00. 
Sample 20c. American Cooner, Box 211A, Sesser, 
Illinois 

HUNTING Hounds: Outstanding, Coonhounds. Fox- 
hounds, Rabbithounds, Beagles, Blueticks, Redbones. 
Blacktans, Spotted. Sold cheap. Long trial. Catalog 
free. Echo Valley Farms, Herrick. Illinois. 
COONHOUNDS, Combination Hounds, Foxhounds, 
ee ae Beagles; Trained, Cheap. Free litera- 
ture. Trial. dwood Kennels. Herrick 16, Illinois. 


HUNTING ana Cheap; Trial Literature Free. Dixie 
Kennels. D52. Herrick, Ilinois. 
PEDIGREED Walker Foxhounds. Pups 2 month up. 
Few broken hounds. Fairmount Kennels, Red Lion, 
Pennsylvania. F 
SALE—Coon Hounds $50.00. Combination Coon, 
Opossum, Mink $35.00 All Breeds, Males, Females. 
10 Days Trial. Ci". Mangum. Hazelcrest. Ulinois. 
SIX coonhounds. three silent trailers, sell or trade for 
guns. Nelson Wesley, Hagerstown, Indiana. 
U.K.C. Registered Redbone and American Black and 
Tan Coonhound puppies. Illustrated folder, 25c. 
W. B. Frisbee, R-1, Clarence, Missouri. 
BLOODHOUND pups, registered. famous mantrailing. 
hunting bloodlines. Formerly Sutton’s Kennels, Ward 
noll, Decatur. Michigan. 
BASSET Hound Puppies, state sex warted, 10c infor- 
mation. Forney Delauter, Hagerstown, Maryland, 
Leitersburg Pike. 
HIGH record deer, rabbit proofed foxhounds, Terriers 
for dens. Exceptional straight cooner. Lewis Sey- 
mour. Reedsburg. Wisconsin. __ 
BLOODHOUNDS, Trained Mantrailers and Bred Ma- 
trons, puppies $75.00. Registered purebred beagles. 
Sheriff Arthur N. Jennison, Keene, New Hampshire, 
Telephone 10090. 
HIGH class coon, 
allowed. Wortham’s Kennel, 


















































Possum and Squirrel dogs, trial 
Millington, Tennessee, 


FOUR First Class Coon dogs 





Two open, one Semi 





Silent. One Silent, Trial. Robert Perkins, Borden, 
Indiana. 
18 SPANIE.S 





SPRINGERS—Cockers, Bred Bitches. Started dogs and 
puppies. Ship approval. Sprucedale Kennels, Dun- 
cansville. Pennsylvania. 











CHOICE beagles and rabbithounds broken trial, pup- 
pies, nicely marked. B. S. Meckley, Glen Rock, 
Pennsylvania, 00 

GIVE a Beagle Puppy for Christmas. Healthy, Reason- 
able. Guaranteed. Write: Clarence Pope, Hillsboro, 
Illinois. coe 
BEAGLES rabbithounds, choice quality, broken start- 
ers, pups, trial, permanent inoculations. arrett 
Yinger, Hellam, Pennsylvania. Sad 
BEAGLES. thoroughly broken also choice starters 
and pups. Trial. Wilson Hamme, Seven Valleys, 


Pennsylvania. 





BEAGLE pups, broken hounds, champion sired, reg- 
istered A.K.C. Satisfaction Guaranteed. Hunters 


Haven, Pataskala, Ohio. bE a 

CHAMPION Bred, expertly trained hounds $85. up. 
Started youngsters and choice puppies $30. up. Louis 

West. Manasquan, New Jersey. 

BEAGLE Puppies sired by scons of leading field cham- 
pions. Le Clair’s Beagles, Manitowoc, Wisconsin, R. 2. 








REGISTERED Beagles $25. Registered Engiish Set- 
ters $35. formed, Vaccinated. Photo available. 
Nolan Hutcheson, Houston, Missouri. 








BRITTANY Puppies; hunting stock, grandsired by Dual 
Ch. Avono Hapte. Papers, Pedigree: pictures. Rev 
Busby. Lamont, Kansas. 

BRITTANY Spaniels. Sire and Dam both champions. 
Pups and older dogs. Reasonable prices. Clarence 
Goering, Newton, Kansas. 
BRITTANY Pups. Registered litters 
bench winners. Robert Burbank, 
Hampshire. es Te rr te 
BRITTANIES Whelped October 15. Orange and white. 
AKC. FDSB. $40-$50. M. F. Guest, Hollis. Okla. 








sired by field and 
Chester, New 











BRITTANIES Quality pups, older dogs. Registered 
both Booss_ reasonable. Mrs. Russel] Robinson, 
Springfield. Colorado. 








Registered June litter. orange white, 


BRITTANY3} 
L. Smith, 4309 Front, Marrisbur, 


good bloodlines: 
Pennsylvania. 








“Natural Hunt- 




















BEAGLES, registered, puppies. Gundogs, at stud fie “ld CHAMPION Amer'can Water Spaniels. 

champions. Bunny Run Beagles, 34.66 Garfie.d, ers, Retrievers. Springers—Dachshunds. Pups. 

Fraser. Michigan. . Adults. Brodgen, Rush Lake, Wisconsin. PS 

BEAUTIFUL A.K.C. Registered Beagle pups. 5 genera- REGISTERLD Springer Pups from champion sired 

tion pedigree. Guaranteed to please. $20.00. Wright bitches, $25 to $35. Vernon Long, Rte. 3. Valpa- 

McMichael, Linden, Texas. raiso. Indiana. 3 / ECS SR cen ee 
BRITTANY Spaniels puppies, Champion at stud. 

16 POINTERS & SETTERS Spanghaven Kennels, Reg., RD2, Massillon, Ohio. 

PUPS, Young Dogs Sired by National Champions Phone 8196. 

Warhoop Jake, Paladin, Shores Brownie Doone. Their 

dams sired by Champions. Ot. ees Quailhaven 19 RETRIEVERS 

Ranch, Clinton, Missouri. Phone 33F56. BLACK Labrador Retrievers. Registered. Vaccinated 

OUTSTANDING dogs, top pointers, settece, straight Distemper guaranteed. State age, sex. Labcroft 

cooners. Fox and Deer hounds. Squirrel dogs. Ali Kennels. Oak Harbor. Ohio, 0 TES 

priced right. Trial allowed. Literature Free. Swannee CHESAPEAKE Bay retrievers, puppies, registered 

River Kennels, Chiefland, Florida. Phone 2082. stock dead grass, fall delivery. Dr. Rustad, Green- 





ENGLISH Setters, Irish setters, cockers, pointers, 
springers Labrador, shorthair, Chesapeake puppies, 
Eligible males, $35.00, females $25.00. Harley Ever- 
ett, Atkinson, Nebraska. 

















ville, Iowa. 





LABRADOR Puppies, bred for hunting and field. Reg- 


istered, vaccir:aied. Luke Bratton, Box 692, Muncie, 
Indiana, 


CROW hunting. Complete book and guaranteed Multi- 
Tone Crow Call. 1.00. Toad Woodward, Lamar, 





Missouri. Pi is eet 
LET Me show you a very easy, inexpensive way to 
make practical life-like geese decoys. A good 


.00. Lawrence Mousseau, 
1655 Portland. Klamath Falls, Oregon. 
CALL Elk, Deer, Coyotes, Foxes, etc.! In da) t 
within shotgun range! Original’ Animal Calis, Burley, 
Idaho. 

PORTABLE vs 
Shooting. Very 
mats. Strong. ‘Excel 
blinds too! $3.00 delivered. Peacock Broom Co., 
—— 411L, 500 Montgomery Street, San Francisco, 

California. 


24A HUNTING 


DEER hunters, there's still time. Send $3.00 for the 
most effective deer lure ever made. Refund 100% 

guaranteed if you fail to get your deer. Specco, Box 

345. Wilkes-Barre. Pennsylvania. 

HOT Seat—Ideal gift for still hunters—ice fishermen 
“keeps you warm coldest days’’ only $7.95 prepaid, 

free literature. Cedar “ane Bait Ranch, Route Five, 

Spartanburg, South Carolina. 

POCKET-size Hunt-O-Meter gives correct lead infor- 
mation to hunters for all species of game birds 











For Duck, Crow, Goose or Dove 
ht 4x5 ft. woven natural Tule 
ent on duck boats and permanent 

















Postpaid $1.00. Scott-Burns, Rural Route 11. St. 
Paul. Minnesota. 
24¢€ FISHING 





NEW! The monthly Sportsman's Service Bulletin. Help- 

ful suggestions on fishing and hunting for all sports- 
men from such famous sportsmen as Bob Edge. Van 
Campen Heilner, Lynn Bogue Hunt. and John Alden 
Knight. Subscribe today, makes a grand gift. Twelve 
issues $1.50. Box 192. Milo. Maine. 


25 TACKLE, BAIT, LURES 


FREE Catalog—Over 1,000 Hard To Find Specialties 
for fishing. Netcraft Company, Dept. OC12, Toledo 








13, Ohio s 
FREE... Fishing Catalog. Ne st items. Bargains 
Gadgets. Beads. Spinners. Spinning. Outfits. Finny- 
sports (B). Toledo 6. Ohio. ee: 





FISHIN’ Worms at Bargain prices. Stock — your “beds 
for next season with our fast breeding medium size 
rei worms. Unlimited quantity. Live delivery, Full 
count guaranteed 1000—$3.00. 50900—$14.50. 
10,000—$25.00, 20.000—$45.00, 50,000—$100.00 
100,000—$192.50. Postpaid promptly. Hughes Worm 
Ranch. Savannah. Tennessee. 
250 MILLION quality Heart of Georgia red wigglers 
Can fill your orders large or small. Live delivery and 
count guaranteed. Shipping capacity 500.000 daily 
Rainey’s Bait Ranch, Eatonton. Georgia. 
SOON—Again!! Ice-Fishing. Be Sure With Sure-Bite 
Live Grubs. They're Tops. 200 Postpaid $1.00 In- 
troduce. Keeps Weeks. SureBite Live Bait, Torrance 
2. California. Dealers Inquire. 
GRAY crickets: Finest quality bait and breeder stock. 
$2.00 per 100 or $10.00 per 1000 postpaid. Book- 
let on raising $1.00. Prompt and guaranteed ship- 














ments. McCorkle Cricket Farm. Metter, Georgia. __ 
FISHWORMS. Hybrid extra large breeders. 1000 
$6.00, 5000 $25.00. Medium size 100 1.00 


1000 $4.00, 5000 $18.00—Postpaid. E. Baker 11258 





McKinney Detroit 24, Michigan. 
SINKER Molds—For Mrking Your own sinkers. Free 
iilvstrated booklet. Reading Instrument Co., Box 78, 






Keeps } Fishworms, Crawlers Alive all 
Wonderful. Free catalog. Buss 

Iinois 

Mousee Grubs 





in box.’ 


Winter 
Manufacturing Company, Lanark. 


BEST live bait for fishing thru winter 
now available. Any quantity. Once tried always used 








Kept cool, Good for months. Send $1.00 for 100 
Postpaid. Dealers write. Approved Products Co., Box 
8, Rochester 1, N.Y. aise 
RAISE red wigziers. 500, $2 50, 1000 $4. 00, 5000 
$17.50. Eaves Bait Ranch, Slaton 2, Texas. _ 

FREE Literatu 2. Guaranteed breeder's books ‘‘Red- 





worms’ ‘Mealworms’’—$1.00 Each. Mealgrubs or 
redworms 200—$1.00. Postpaid. Dixdox. Kent, Ohio 
FISHWORMS—Large English hybrids Fishermen 
prize these worms. Good dealer proposition. Ed's 
Wormery, Stover. Missouri. 
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HOLLOWGLASS Fishing rods. Save over half. Buy 
Casiing, Spinning, Fly, and Boat. 
Assemble yourself, Makit Rod Com- 


pany, Dept. 0.L.. 429 Fulton. Ft. Worth, Texas. 


WORMS. Michigan Hichbred Breeders. Prompt Ship- 
ment. Send 25c for Successful Growing Instructions. 
Ruse Earthworm Hatchery, 653 Napoleon Road, Jack- 
son. Michigan. 


FACTORY authorized repair station. Fresh water rods 
and reels, Fly. spinning, casting, American manufac- 
ture. All popular makes. Jim's Sport Shop, 422 East 
Main, El Dorado, Arkansas. 
FORTUNE raising cric':cts and fishworms. Raising and 
marketing instructics—$1.00. Large breeder red- 
worms—$4.50 per 1000 postpaid with raising instruc- 
tions. 5000—S$19.50. Bed-run red wigglers, 3000— 
ss. 75, 10,000—$20,00. Carter Worms, Plains, 
eorgia. 


WORMS Large Red Wigglers — supply ‘prompt 
delivery 5 count guaranteed. 500—$2.5 1000— 
$3.75. 3000—$17.50, Postpaid. | came 

Ranch Route 1, Haw River. North Carolina. * 


WORMS “Pickwick Red” good quality. No order too 
Live delivery and cou . 20 
$2.75. 1000-$4.00. 5000-$17.5 
paid Pickwick Worm Gardens, Savannah. Tennessee. 
MOLDS for Fishermans Sinkers, Jigs, Squids, Casting 
and Spinning Lures. Sweet's Molds, Tonawanda 4, 
New York 
$200 MONTHLY Possible Raising Fishworms! Back- 
yard, Garage, Basement. Complete, Illustrated 
Booklet explains raising, feeding, packing, marketing. 
25c postpaid! Ozark Worm Farm-F. Willow Springs, 
Missouri. _ 
GRAY Crickets: Nation’s Largest Production. ~ Compet- 
itive prices, quantity discounts. Lucky Lure Crickets, 
Leesburg. Florida eran Sve--Vaaes 
GRAY Crickews: Broder and fishing $10.00 per 1.000; 
$6.00 per 500; $2.00 per 100." Guaranteed Delivery. 
Write for information. Armstrong's Cricket Farm, 
“South's Largest’ Giennville. Georgia 
TRADE ir. old fishing tackle for new. Tell us what you 
have and what you want. Gonerous allowances. Loch 
Leven, 429 Muench Street, rrisburg. Pennsylvania. 


SPECIAL--Breeders $1.75 1b. Postpaid.* Instructions 
with orders. Rick’s Worm Farm, 848 E, Alosta Ave- 


nue, Glendora, California. 


BROWN Nosed angle worms. We specialize in breeders’ 
bait. $7.00 thousand. Lemke Worm Hatchery, 1938- 
63. Des Moines. low. 














Worm 








1954 catalog. Culver Lures Company. 
3227 Missouri Avenue, St. Louis 18, 


FLY Makers! 
Dept. 05, 


Missouri. 
FINEST Imported German Monofilament Line. 6-18 
lb. At half-price. Write Woodslore Products, Bradley 
Beach, ‘New Jersey 
QUALITY ing materials and tools. Free list. North- 
west Tack!~ Co., Dept. D, St. Maries. Idaho. 








tronic Applications. Dept. W, 5024 Lee Highway, 
Arlington 7, Virginie 

FREE wholesale catalogue. Famous brand watches— 
tremendous discounts. Ecum-O-Mart Company, Box 
535D, Morristown. New Jersey. 

ALASKA Heckuva good pranki Fools everybody! Have 
‘me remail your letters! Pope. Scenic Alaska Fosteards 
free. Bill Hill, Box 493-B, Anchorage, Alaska. 














27 TAXIDERMY 


AMERICA’S most complete Taxidermy Supply House. 
Headforms, Eyes, Panels! Catalog Free! Penn Taxi- 
dermy, DL4, Hazleton, Pennsylvania. 
GLASS eyes, Finest most complete stock. Descriptive 
catalog free. Argus Eye Co., 2120 Alum Rock Ave- 
nue. San Jose 27, Calif. 
DEERHEADS mounted $25.00. Your deerskins tanned 
into leathe. $3.50. Custom-made jackets, gloves, 
moccasins, and handbags made from your leather or 
ours. Folders. 30 years experience. Arch Tabor, Taxi- 
dermist. RD #1, Gloversville, New York. 
TAXIDERMY bcook—Complete information for mount- 
ing Animals and Birds $1.00. Schoepfer’s Taxidermy 
Studio—15 N. Franklin Street, Hempstead, New York. 
AMERICA’S oldest, largest, most comfplete Taxidermy 
Supply House. Finest glass eyes, panels, headforms; 
all other supplies. Big catalog free. Rush postal. El- 
wood Company, D yartment 55, Otaaha 8, Nebraska. 
DEER skins tanned and made up. Jackets, gloves, 
moccasins, purses for sale. chen Catalog—Bonner’s 
Buckskin. Grand Rapids, Michig 
MODERN Taxidermist Sicaastes, —_—" Center 7, 
New York. Devoted entirely to Taxidermy Methods, 
Photos. Trial year’s subscription $1.00. 
BEAUTIFUL scarfs, coats, etc. made from your raw 
pelts, fox, raceoon, muskrat, etc. Latest style, finest 
workmanship. Free circular. Cape from your old coat. 
J. Eugene Trefz. Paris, Illinois. 





























GLASS Eyes Mig.—Birds, Deer, Schumacher, Halladay 

Street, Jersey City, New Jersey. Price lists. 

SCULPTURE Taxidermist, specializing in big yame- 

heads and bear rugs. Vogel Taxidermy, Leechburg, 

Pennsylvania. 

COMPLETE line of Taxidermy supplies. Books. In- 

structions. Everything! Catalog ot Vendyne' s Sup- 

ply. Wessington Springs 3, South Dako 

— se of game heads, birds, i 
C. Jeude, 4339 Lexington, St. 











rugs made. 
Louis 15, 
ademmat 





GIANT Baitworms 31 to 6 inches retail 50—$1.0 
Wholesale inquire. Missouri Bait Farms, W iitow 
Springs ? Misesuri se 
FISHWORM Culture—This booklet ‘Raising Worms 
For Pleasure or Profit’’ tells how to fix beds indoors, 
outdoors; small or commercial scale; what, when, how 
to feed; how to keep worms from crawling out; how 
and where to sell. $1.00, postpaid. Tennessee’ Worm 
Hatchery Section 12a, Box 265, w,ashville 2, 
Tennessee. j rie Ree 
ROD and Fly Manufacturers and dealers write for 
1955 catalog of Glass and Bamboo blanks, rod fit- 
tings, fly tying supplies. Wilson Tackle, Roosevelt, 
New York. 
FAT Red worms 1000 $3.50, 
with raising instructions. Worms, 
Waco, Texas. SO eI 
FISHWORMS—Large Red Worms $5.00 per thousand. 
Postpaid. Guif Worm Hatchery, 246 Littie York Road, 
Houston, Texas. RP EARLE PSS 
MOUSEE Live Grubs—get More Fish this year, Mou- 
see’s really produce, 100—$1.00, 500—$6.00. Post- 
paid. Charles J. Sider. Box 156, Mt, Morris, New York. 


CALIFORNIA Meal Worms. Ice or Stream fish 











2000 $6.00 “post paid 
1025 North 4th, 











fi hing. 
200—$1.00. 1,000—$4.50 Postpaid. Dealers Inquire, 
Crest Bait Distributors, 3328 Madison Avenue, In- 
dianapolis, Indiana 

GRAY Crickets—1000—$10.00, 115—$2.00. addi- 
tional 100—$1.65 postpaid. Our finest select Brood- 
er Crickets at no extra cost. Selph's Cricket Ranch, 
Box 2123, DeSoto Sta.. Memphis 2, Tennessee. _ 
SHAKESPEARE rod blanks! Quality rod, fiy, and lure 
materials. Catalog 25c. Wiltmarth Tackle, Bayport, 
New York; 

MICHIGAN highbred worms—from the ‘‘Water Won- 
derland'’—fishing, selected breeders, spawn, soil 
building. For prices and information write Hamlin 
y= Sal - alana as Hatchery, Box 70, Ludington, 
Michi 


26 FLY-TYING 


TOP quality fly tying materials, tools. Complete line 

mustad hooks. Quantity discounts. Bamboo fly, cast- 
ing, spinning rod kits—Trgut to tarpon. Lowest prices. 
Free lists. Paul H. Young Co., 8065 Grand River, 
Detroit 4, Michigan. 


fe Tying Materials, 
s, Kits. Solid brass beads, jungle cock, polar 
a. Everything in fly, lure, rod making. Free Cata- 
log. Reed Tackle, Mountain View, New Jersey 
FLY Tying materials, hooks. tools, junglecock, 
glas rod kits, fishing tackle. Wholesale, retail. 
log. Fletcher's, Rangeley. Maine. 
FOR Christmas An Original Thompson Fly-Tying Kit, 
$5.00. Catalog available 10c. D. H. Thompson, 335 
Walnut Avenue, Elgin. Illinois. 


HOLBROOK Vise, Stainless Steel Frame. Six Dollars, 
Postpaid. R. S. Chase Company, Falmouth Mass. 


NOW—Fly Tying a Cinch! Illustrated new technique! 
Few minutes study enables anyone to tie faster. ‘bet- 
ter. Illustrations included in natural colored material 
catalog plus natural colored fiy plate 25c. Woodslore 
Products. Bradley Beach 3. New Jersey. 
MUSTAD F Quality Materials. Free Catalog. 
Stone Fi” a~ ”, 19 Pleasant Street, Springfield 
9. Massac s. 
THE fines; - ection of quality materials, tools. VM 
“hooks: nyion, books, glass rod kits and tackle at at- 
tractive prices from E. Hille, Williamsport, Pennsyl- 
vania, Write for Free 72 page catalog 
COMPLETE fly tying kit, with vise, instructions. fin- 
est materials. (Regularly $5.00) now $3.00 Post- 
paid. Deluxe kit 4.50. Professional kit $10.60. 
Free list. pptiake Tackle, 592 East 340 Street, Wil- 
loughby, : 























Spinning lure parts, Sila-Flex 





hollow- 
Cata- 











WILLARDS fine fur and buckskin tanning also manu- 
facturing fully guaranteed. Write for prices. Wil- 
lards Furs, Established 1864, Marshalltown, Iowa. 
MAKING Fox Scarves $6.00 complete. Game heads, 
rugs, fish. Larson’s Taxidermy, Iola, Wisconsin. 
ASSORTED glass eyes—Animals and Birds—25 pair— 

2.50. Schoepfer’s Taxidermy Studio, 15 N. Frank- 
lin Street, Hempstead, New York. 








PANNING Gold,—free lesson; catalog of mining, min- 
eral books, red supplies. Old Prospector, Box 
729D9. Lodi, California. 

“INTERESTING Mails’’—25c keeps your mail box full 
three months. Bentz, Desk K/47, Chatawa, Mis- 
sissippi. 

SPORTSMAN’S Comic Christmas Cards— (colors )—21 
assorted $1.00 Postpaid. Vogue, 5434 Cologne, St. 
Louis 16. Missouri. 

WORLD Famous handknitted imported Norwegian 
Selbu gloves $5.25, mittens $4.50, Postpaid eon 
States. No COD’s. Specify medium or large. Gift Card 
Parker Importing. Wilbraham, Massachusetts. 
WATCHES Wholesale, catalog 25c. (Refunded first 
order). McClellan Co., Box 222, Danville, Illinois. 
WATERWEEDS removed easily and effectively from 
any lake, pond or river. Write for particulars. 
Aschert Bros., Box 155, LaCanada. California. 


30 ANTIQUES & RELICS 


4 PERFECT arrowheads $1.00. Flint Knife 50c. Toma- 
hawk head $1.00. Stone axe $3.00. Perfect mound 
pipe $3.50. Catalog 10c. H. Daniel, Lamar, Arkansas. 
4 FINE ancient Arrowheads $1.00. 6 Gem Points 
$2.00. List free. Lear’s, Glenwood, Arkansas. 
ARROWS: 30 Assorted colors $5.00. Fall Book-Relic 
catalog 2 Tilton Relics, Topeka 30, Kansas. 

4 SELECTED Arrowheads $1.00. Prehistoric Pottery 
Bowl $7.50. list 3c. H. Talburt, Calico Rock, Arkansas. 


31 ARCHERY EQUIPMENT 


ARCHERY Tackle, Equipment & Raw Materials Cata- 
logue. Seneca Lodge-—-Archery Hunting Headquarters- 
OL, Watkins Glen, New York. 
SAVE. 50%” Finest Archery Equipment. Revealing 
“How to Bow-fish, Bow-hunt, Make Own Tackle, 
Improve Accuracy’’ Booklet plus Catalog. (Send 25c 
for handling.) Malibu Archery, 3156 Eighth, Los An- 
geles 5, California 
SAMPLE Copy of Qe ‘The Archers’ Magazine.’’ Send 
10c to: 1200 Walnut Street, Philadelphia 7, Penn- 
sylvania. 
ARCHERS—Hunters. 
Catalogue Free. 
Plymouth, Wisconsin. 
ARCHERS Bowhunters, raw materials for bows, ar- 
rows. Free catalogue, Field Archers Handbook $1.00. 
Dealers invited. Sherwood Tackle, Box 267L, Fair- 
lawn. New Jersey. 















































Save on direct factory prices. 
Sheboygan Archery Company, 








28 TRAPPING 


MINK. We Trapped Hundreds of Mink Last 45 Years. 
Our Best Sets, Methods, Lure. $5.00. Guaranteed. 
Curt Grigg, Hopkinton, Iowa. 
TWELVE Good muskrat sets, 30c. 
51, Detroit 31, Michigan. 
NINE Good mink sets. 30c. 
Detroit 31, Michigan. 
ELEVEN Good box traps. Complete blueprints. 
Wesho-Uco, Box 51. Detroit 31, Michigan. 


29 MISCELLANEOUS 








Wesho-Uco, Box 





Wesho-Uco, Box 51, 





30c. 





32 AUTOS & AUTO TRAILERS 


BUILD Your Own Trailer! Plans for all kinds. Illus- 
trated Catalog 10c. Jim Dandy, 125-0, Wausau, 
Wisconsin. 

ASSEMBLE Yourself Kit. Slip-on Cabin nga 3 for 
Fickups. Trailer Blueprints. Literature 10c. Com- 
stock Trailers. 585-O, Parsons, Kansas. 


33 AGENTS WANTED 
by! oY a 8,000 Nationally Famous Products. 
30-80% Discounts! Large catalog. Sensational 


Business. Plans Included. Consolidated Distributors, 
21-21 Lafayette, Paterson 15, New Jersey. 

















GENUINE buckskin jackets, gloves. moccasins. Send 
50c for buckskin money pouch and catalog. Ber- 
man Buckskin Company, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 
Department 24. 

MOUNTED Steer Horns 5 to 8 Feet. Also Hunting 
Horns. M, Farrell, Plano, Texas. 

OUTDOOR work-—-study for game warden, park, for- 
estry, fish lookout, guide, patrol and wildlife’ con- 
servation service. Details free. Write De!mar Institute, 
D2. Whittier, California. 

GEIGER Counters for Uranium. Also Gold, Silver, 
Metal Detectors and Mineralights. Illustrated folders 
Free. Detectron Corp., 5420 Vineland Avenue, Dept. 
8, North Hollywood, California. 











34 BOOKS & MAGAZINES 


FREE Illustrated Hypnotism, Selfhypnosis Catalogue. 
Learn fascinating Science. Write: Hypnotist, 1324 
Wilshire, Hollywood 17R, California. 

ANGLING and hunting books—new, used and rare. Re- 
quest free list. Sporting Book Service. Box 113, 
Rancocas, New Jersey. 

“LET’S Name the Baby’’—Hundreds of beautiful 
names you have never heard, $1.00. Name Service, 
LeGore, Maryland. 

BOOKS By Mail. Any author! Fast service. Lowest 
prices. Send wants—no obligation. International 
Bookfinders. Box 3003-OL, Beverly Hills, California. 

















LIFE Time Gifts—Beautiful oil paintings, half price. 
Free literature. Herb Miller, 1911-N, Lubbock, Texas. 
BURIED Treasure—Uranium Mineral Locators. Lowest 
Prices—Time Payment Plan—Free Literature. Fisher 
Research Laboratory, Palo Alto, California. 
SEND us your deerskin glovemaking. Finest dress- 
driving gloves. C. ood, Johnstown, New York. 
NEW, bantam-weight uranium locator for hunting, 
fishing trips! World’s smallest geiger counter—car- 
ried easily in — pack! Free details. Goldak Com- 
pany, 1554 Glenoaks, Glendale, California. Dealers 
welcome. 
DELUXE Cleaning service on suede and leather gar- 
ments. Expert Repairing. Free price list. Write Ed 
Roper, Thorndale, Pennsylvania. 


LEATHERCRAFT. Everything needed by beginners, 
advanced hobbyists and professional leatherworkers. 
Largest stock of supplies in oderate-priced 
tooling leathers, top quality calfskins, tools, egy 
kits. Send 10c for Big Catalog C. Larson Co., 0 
S. Tripp. Dept. 4374, Chicago 24. 


LIMITED quantity of horns 19-20” long, matched 
pairs. Suitable for mounting. $5.00 a pair. Horn- 
craft, 1751 NW_20 Street, Miami, Florida. 


YOUR ‘‘Personal’’ identification moulded in piastic 
plus rubber stamp of same $1.00. Austins, 135 North 
Shafter Avenue, Shafter, California. 


TANNING. Deerskin Eijk, Moose and Antelope— 
Tznned and made into soft, beautiful and durable 
gloves, jackets, purses, etc. America’s leading custom 
tanners—both in quantity and quality. Write for Free 
catalog. W. B. Place & Company, Hartford, Wisconsin. 


BE A volunteer ranger in your. community: "Write: 
Forest Patrol, 5519 Lincoln, Chicago (25). Illinois. 
LAN OSCAPES painted in oil from photographs. Sat- 
isfaction guaranteed. Details free. Jean Walker Stu- 
dios, 2507 Kemper Lane, Cincinnati 6, Ohio. 
































FREE Cate Fly ty 3 Materials, Lure and Spinner 
making accessories, ny on, wholesale prices. Supreme 
Mfg. Company, Amarillo. Texas. 


“X-RAY Mind’’, Dangerous power nay A others. (De- 
tails—10c.) Krishnar Institute, Box 842-E6, Escon- 
dido, California. 





LEARN to tie flies. Regular $5.00 kit, $3.00. Regular 
$7.50 deluxe kit now $5.00. Instructions included. 
Dictionary 500 petterns, many Western pagterns, 50c, 
Catalog 10c. Cascade Tackle Co., Medford, Oregon. 


126 


GUTDOOR LIFE 


URANIUM gold. silver, treasure. Power-packed, high- 
ly sensitive Metal Detectors and Geiger bere y 
Kit and factory assembled models from $34 

Lightest weight, guaranteed, free literature. aed 


FRE Illustrated Sporting Books Catalogue: Every 
subject included. Write: Sportsmen, 1324 Wilshire, 

Los Angeles 17R, California. 

35 WEARING APPAREL 

DEERSKIN Jackets and Gloves beautifully styled from 
your hides. Write for catalog. ‘‘Golden Buck”’ Brand, 

Manufacturers, Cayadutta Street, Gloversville, 

York. 

SEND for catalogue of Cowboy Boots, Saddles, Belts, 
Billfolds. Jones Boot and Saddlery, Box 215, Lampa- 
sas, Texas. 


36 BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


BUY Wholesale thousands nationally advertised prod- 
ucts at big discount. Free ‘‘Wholesale Plan.’’ Ameri- 
can Buyers, 629-L. Linden, Buffalo. New York. 


IMPORT-Export! y profits 








New 














Opportunity profitable, world-wide, 
mail-order business from home without ca ital, or 
travel abroad: Established World Trader ships in- 
structions for no-risk examination. Experience unnec- 
essar: Free details. Mellinger, Al12C, Los Angeles 24, 
California. 

BREED Rare Tropical Fish at home. Earn Big Money! 
Learn Secrets! Help fill huge demand. Amazing Op- 
portunity! Free Plan. T<opicals, 1008-E Los Angeles 
Street, Los Angeles 15. 

BECOME A Game Warden or join Forestry, Park, 
Lookout, Wildlife Conservation services. Enjoy out- 
door work, good pay, real security. Complete informa- 
tion Free! Write ‘“‘Home Study Institute,’’ 3156DR 
West Eighth, Los Angeles 5, California. 

SEND out postcards. Cash daily. Bicorp, 143 Belmont 
Belmont, Massachusetts. 

BUY wholesale—Direct from us—25,000 Items—cata- 
logue 25c. Sp eae a Matthews, 1474-E3 Broad- 
way. New York City 36. 

EARN Ready Cash aes mailing work. No experience 
needed—D. Wilson Business Service, 7372 Melrose, 
Los Angeles 46, California. 

NEW Plastic Mending Tape. Just. press on! Repairs 
clothing instantly. Lightning seller. Samples sent on 
trial. Kristee 107, Akron, Chio. 

2 | Hunting horns! Large size! $2.50 Hunting 
knife, 12”! Curio Piece! Hand tooled leather scab- 
bard! $4.85. Filmer, 910 Marion, Pharr 12, Texas. 































HIDEOUT FOR A TROPHY 


(continued from page 14) 


nades. Despite the magnificent scenery 
and the possibility of a buck in every 
misshapen crevice, my eyes were riv- 
eted on the ground. Then Jense 
gasped, and dropped to his knees in 
front of me. 

I hugged the earth beside him, hold- 
ing my breath. 

“All I got a glimpse of was the top 
of his crown,’”’ he whispered. “But if 
the rest of him is built to scale——” 

The wind was in our favor. Very 
carefully, an inch at a time, we crawled 
along the brink of the canyon on our 
hands and knees, studying each sprig 
of sage that might turn out to be an 
antler tine. At last we reached a point 
from which we could see the entire 
meadow. Jense studied every cranny 
of the slope before he took down his 
glasses. 

“Maybe I’ve been seeing too many 
bucks lately,” he said grimly. 

Leaving me to watch the flat country 
in case the buck came out on top, he 
strode downhill, looking for sign. Five 
minutes later he was back. 

“The tracks show four does and a 
good buck,” he whispered. ‘“They’re 
somewhere ahead of us.’”’ He studied 
the terrain ahead thyor~h is glasses. 
“Let’s go,” he said suddenly. 

I followed him, jogg.ng across the 
flat until a canyon yawned before us. 
For the first time that day I saw the 
deer before Jense spotted them. The 
herd was small—four does and a buck, 
as he had said. Somehow they had 
slipped around the head of the canyon 
and were making tracks on its oppo- 
site side. A few seconds more and 
they’d be gone, with hardly a chance 
of finding them again in this chewed- 
up earth. 

I didn’t even wait for the approval 
of my guide. The buck was huge and 
his spread reflected the glistening rays 
of the sun. It wasn’t a record head, I 


knew, but it was large, balanced, and 
well developed. It was the head I 
wanted. 


The range was far but not too far 
with the 4X scope. My buck was 
climbing straightaway, so I put the 
crosshairs on his back between his 
shoulder blades, and squeezed the trig- 
ger. 

The does kept on over the rim, but 
the buck staggered and went down 
Jense’s breath in my ear sounded like 
escaping steam. 

“Good shot,” he said. 
you'll like what you got.” We made 
our way across at a half run. When 
we got there Jense examined the rack 
with his critical eye and made his usual 
honest statement. 

“Not as good as I expected,” he said, 
“but a little better than the average 
head for this country.’ 

I didn’t mind. To me it was a splen- 
did trophy. It represented all the Kai- 
bab means to _ sportsmen—plentiful 
deer herds with big bucks, against a 
vast background of mesas and canyons 
and sky. 

“I’m satisfied,”’ I said. “Maybe next 
year we'll get the record head, huh?” 

“Yeah,” he said. “Maybe.” — THE END 


“And I believe 





CLAIM Investigators needed Immediately by Airlines, 
Insurance Companies. Railroads, Government Offices. 
Many earning $225 week. Prepare at home. Free book. 
No obligation. Write today! Universal Schools, Dept. 
L-12, Box 8202, Dallas 5, Texas. 
GO hunting and fishing. Sharpening saws sparetime at 
home gets cash in few hours weekly. Experience un- 
necessary. No selling. Free booklet explains. Lyle 
Foley Company. Columbia Heights. Minnesota. 
GROW Mushrooms. Cellar. shed. Spare. full time, year 
round. We pay $3.5 . We paid Babbitt $4,165.00 
in few weeks. Free Book. "Washington Mushroom Ind., 
Department 149, 2954 Admiral Way. Seattle, Wash- 
ington. 
$70.00 WEEKLY guaranteed—home, spare time. Sim- 
plified mail bookkeeping. Immediate income—easy! 
Auditax. 34651PE. Los Angeles 34. 
RAISE earthworms for profit. Many successful grow- 
ers use our redworms for stocking. Write for whole- 
sale pice sheet. Lakeshore Ranch, Route 3, Yukon, 
Oklahoma. 
MON®*YMAKING Opportunities. Chronicle Magazine. 
Rush 25c. McPlastens, ODLM, 609 West First, Los 
Angeles. California. 
a Booklet “$5.000 to $45,000; Unlimited Vaca- 
tions. Work home—sparetime. No merchandise 
equipment! 100 other amazing homework businesses: 
Havlings—OL5. Carlsbad California. 


37 HELP WANTED 


ALASKAN Jobs! Over 150 New construction projects 
with names, addresses companies hiring. Thousands 
needed! Highest wages! Military, private construction. 
Mining Fishing, Lumbering. Aviation. Railroads. 
Homesteading. Skilled. Unskilled workers. Salary 
information. Alaskan map included. Sample Applica- 
tion, $1.00 complete. Aiaskan Opportunities (OL). 
Box 362. Kenmore. Washington. 
FOREIGN Employment construction work. If interested 
in foreign projects with high pay write Foreign Serv- 
ice Bureau, ‘Dept. O.L.) Metuchen. New Jersey. 


FOREIGN—U.S. Jobs. So. Am., a, Spain. Fi 



































Alaska, Spain. Fare 
Paid. 1000’s U.S. jobs to $18,000. Trades. Office, 
Factories. Stamped self addressed env. brings reply. 
Job Opportunities. Waseca 15D. Minnesota. 


$245 PER week overseas! Clerks, truck drivers, cooks, 

construction men, guards, office. laborers, carpen- 
ters. mechanics, engineers, teachers, factory workers. 
many others. Experience unnecessary, some classifica- 
tions. 241 projects, 51 countries. Get 56 page illus- 
trated job catalog, ‘‘Firms Seeking Applicants” bulle- 
tin, applications, complete, $1. Jobservice D-6, Box 
30. Billings. Montana. 


$1300 MONTHLY for truck drivers. $1400 monthly 
for carpenters, electricians. plumbers, 
$1200 for clerks and laborers. Full information and 
complete foreign listines. with current information on 
Spain, Korea, Australia, Alaska & Canada, $1.00. 
Current information on stateside projects. $1.00. 
Dept. 5-L. Opportunities Unlimited, 1110 Commerce 
Bldg. St. Paul, Minnesota. 

“ATTENTION Construction Men!!"’ Trades-Truck Driv- 
ers-Laborers-Clericai-Engineers-Supervisors — Many 
others. Latest copyrighted reports on who to con- 
tact to apply for high paying jobs in over 42 coun- 
tries, including U.S., St. Lawrence Project, Spain, 
South America, Alaska, Europe. etc. Pay up to $1550.- 
00 monthly. Usually transportation paid. overtime, 
other advantages. Included are: Best Aviation, Oil, 
Mining Company Listings. Year registration and Ad- 
visory service. Application forms. Unconditional 
money-back guarantee of satisfaction. Immediate 
service! All only $2.00. Airmailed $2.25. (COD’s Ac- 
cepted.) International Reporter, Box 1047-LJ, St. 
Louis 1. Missouri 

FREE Book “505 Odd Successful businesses.” “Work 
home. Expect something odd! Pacific-YG, Oceanside, 
California 


39 NOVELTIES & GAMES 


MEXICAN Jumping Beans 35—$1.00 Prepai: Com- 
plete Satisfaction Guaranteed. Smiley's Specialty, 
Box 271. Sterling, Nebraska. 


40 OLD COINS & STAMPS 


FREE! Big United States Stamp Catalog. Valuable 
guide and check list. Hundreds of iliustrations. Ap- 
provals. Harrisco 181-V Transit Building, Boston 17, 
Massachusetts. 
77 DIFFERENT U.S.—25c, or 125 Different U.S. 
$1.00. Approvals. Premiums. Utechts, 1143G North 
Keeler, Chicago 51. 
GIGANTIC Collection Free—Includes Triangles—Early 
United States — Animals — Commemoratives — British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials. etc. Complete col- 
lection plus Big Illustrated Magazine all free. Send 5c 
for postage. Gray Stamp Co., Dept. OD, Toronto, 
Canada 
TS 4 Invasion notes 1c to $1,000.00 set $1.00 
100 pp. Illustrated coin catalogue 25c. Shultz, Salt 
Lake 10. Utah. 
WANTED—1894-S a. nay $1,000.00. Certain 1913 
nickel $1,500.00 901-S_ quarter $30.00 to 
$250.00. Hundreds of pS val, Know their true value 
Complete illustrated catalogue 50c. Worthycoin Cor- 
poration ‘D-%'4) Boston 8. Massachusetts 






































NVENTORS—This firm is registered to practice before 
Mine United States Patent Office and is available to 
@ssist you in Se . and prosecution of your 


patent application. “ravent Protection for Inventors’’ 
booklet containing detailed ormation and steps to 
take toward patent protection will be sent upon re- 
quest. No obli gation. _ Victor J. Evans & Co., 936-P 
Merlin Building. Washing 6, D. C. 
INVENTORS—If you believe that you have an inven- 
tion, you should find out how to protect it. The 
firm of McMorrow, Berman & Davidson is qualified 
to take the nec essary steps for you. Send for copy of 
our Patent Booklet ‘“‘How to Protect Your Invention" 
and ‘invention Kecord form. No obligation. Mc- 
Morrow, Berman & Davidson, Registered Patent At- 
torneys, 204-C Victor Building Washington 1. D. C 


42 REAL ESTATE 


ARKANSAS Land—Free catalogs mailed. Wonder 
State Realty, 1126 Central, Hot Springs. Arkansas 
FLORIDA—Nice homesites near Ocala National Forest 
in Lake County. Best fishing, hunting. Low prices, 
easy payments. Folder free. W. Vernor. Deland, Ficrida. 
STROUT Catalog—Mailed Free. Farms, Homes, Busi- 
nesses, 35 States, Coast-to-coast, 3.357 bargains 
described. World's Largest; 54 years Service. Strout 
a 255-SW Fourth Avenue, New York 10, New 

York. 

CALIFORNIA Home and Ranch sites $395. 100% oil 
rights. Terms. 10c brings catalog.. Pacific Tax Sales, 
1621-D Cahuenga. Hollywood 28, California. 


FLORIDA. Lakefront homesites near Ocala Forest and 

Saint John's River. Excellent fishing-hunting. $10.0 
monthly without interest. $295.0 ao Litera, 
ture. Write. Gracie Parker Paisley. Flori 


43 TOBACCO & PIPES 


PIPE Smokers! Cigar Smokers! Free illustrated catalog 

offers fabujous savings on choice imported and do- 
mestic pipes, cig=~: tobaccos, supplies. Write Wally 
F.ank, Dept. 6, i350 Nassau Street, New York 38, 
New York. 


a3 GOOD EATING 


HICKORY smoked bacon and hams. Its exclusive fla- 
vor never varies in savory quality. Absolutely un- 
rivalled. An ideal gift. Bacon 5 to 9 Ib. slabs, $1.00 
lb. Hams 12 to 15 !bs.. $1.00 Ib. prepaid. Send check 
or money order, no C.O.D. Held’s Country Market, 
Barton. Wisconsin. 
FLORIDA Oranges and Grapefruit possess rare deli- 
cious flavor when fully ripened. No color added. 
Ideal Christmas Gifts. Order a package today and see 
how delicious Tree-Ripened Fruit can be. %/2 Bushel 
$4.75. One Bushel $6.50. “2 Box $5.50. Full Box 
$9.75. Straight fruit or mixed. Prices quoted are 
prepaid to any point East of Mississippi River. Add 
10‘ to points West, and Canada. All shipments 
guaranteed. Bonded. Shipping season November to 
June. Send check or Money Order to Forest E. Rob- 
erts, Dept. OL, P. O. Box 772, Winter Park. Florida. 


ELECTROLUNCH—The electric lunch basket. Write 
Electric Lunch Kit Distributors, P. ©. Box 53, Wau- 
kegan, Illinois. 
LARGE—Delicious—Paper Shell Pecans sent postpaid 
Ibs. $3.5 10 Ibs. $6.59. (Write for prices on 
larger quantities.) Pamphlet on request. Glendale 
Farms, Tylertown. Mississippi. 
at ry neta Cheese—Mild 5 Ib. $3.25. 10 Ib. 
$6. 35 lb. wheel $21.00. Sharp, tangy 5 Ib. 
$4.7 s "10 Ib. $9.00. 35 lb. wheel $28.50. Prepaid, 
no ‘C.O.D. Sweetiand’s Dairy. 27932 Fenton Road, 
Fint, Michigan. 
PORTABLE smoker, smokes fish 
Plans $1.00. You Build. Smokey Pete, 
phine. Compton 2, California. 


45 HOBBIES 


FREE ‘Do-it-Yourself’ Leathercraft | Catalog. — 
Leather Co., Box 791-15, Fort Worth, Texa 

BIG Savings Leather—Now, for first time, you can 
buy full sides of top grain cowhide at our special, 
amazingly low ‘‘Tannery-to-you” Prices. For details, 
write Dept. 4, W. D. Byron & Sons, Williamsport, 
Md. Fine cowhide tanners since 1832 

FREE! ‘‘Do-It-Yourself”’ Leathercraft catalog. Write 
Tandy Leather, Box 397LO. Tulsa, Oklahoma. 


47 EDUCATIONAL & INSTRUCTION 


PLASTICS home-craft course for Men and Women. 

Tells and shows how to make hundreds of fast se- 
ing plastics products. All plastics and materials for 23 
projects included in course. No special tools needed 
Course pays for itself. Write for Free booklet. Inter- 
state Training Service, Dept. D-40-N, Portland 13, 
Oregon 


49 SPECIAL SERVICES 


LOOKING For A Book Publisher? . pend for free book- 
let RL. Vantage Press, 120 W. 31, New York. 
SONGWRITERS, Poats—Success, fame, fortune if 
talented. Songs composed, published, promoted by 
largest firm. Free appraisal Information. Since 1943 
Postcard to Nordyke Publishing Co.. 7070 Hollywood 
Blvd.. Hollywood 28L, California. 


50 DETECTIVES 
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4i PATENTS & INVENTIONS 


INVENTORS. Information on patent procedure fur- 
nished on frequest without obligation John 
Rando!ph, Registered ene Attorney, 227 Tolumbian 
Puilding. Washington 1. D. 
INVENTORS—Send for — patent information book 
and inventor’s record. Registered Patent Attorney, 
Assc ciate Examiner, Patent Office 1922-1929: Patent 
Attorney & Advisor, Navy Department 1930-1947. 
=". Miller, 124OL Warner Building, Washington 
Cc 











INVENTORS: Learn how you. ‘can. protect 3 your inven- 

tion. A specially prepared booklet ‘‘Patent Guide for 
the Inventor’’ containing detailed information con- 
cerning patent protection and procedure together with 
“Record of Invention’’ form will be promptly for- 
warded to you upon request—without obligation. We 
are registered to practice before the United States 
Patent Office and are prepared to serve you in the 
handling of your patent matters. Clarence A. O’Brien 
& Harvey Jacobson, Registered Patent Attorneys, 
448-K District National Bui'diny Washington. D. C. 
INVENTORS. When you are satisfied that you have 
invented something of value write me. without obli- 
gation, for information as to what steps you should 
take to secure a Patent. Write Patrick D. Beavers, 
Registered Patent Atty., 930 Columbian Building, 
Washington 1, D. C. 


DETECTIVES—Fascinating work. Experience unneces- 
sary. Detective Particulars free. Write Wagoner 
125-T West 86th Street, New York 24 


51 MACHINERY & TOOLS 


BIG Factory Catalog! Buy direct—Save Middieman’s 

profits; hundreds of labor saving tools and equip 
ment—tremendous vings. Seni 10c. Master Me 
chanic Mfg.. Dept. -50,. Burlington. Wisconsin 


52 RAZOR BLADES, SHAVERS 


FREE Blades—smooth shaves. ‘‘Try before you buy” 
ana House, Route Five, Spartanburg, South 
aroiina. 














New Gatalog o 3000 Novelties 


for amazi catalog of noveities. 

Send 10¢ gifts, hee "anlenates hobbies, fun 
gliees & boats, magic tricks, joke 
nusual seeds, gadget timesavers, 











eo, bilifalde, 
gam u Scientific supplies, 
plants, aha Th my office . ‘nousehold items, etc., from 
all over world. Rush name, address @& 10c now! 


JOHNSON SMITH CO., Dept.848 Detroit 7, Mich, 
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THE Gi ST OF f T titers EDITED by HENRY S. MOORE 


a digest of the outdoor news 


EST CONTROL. At last a use has been 

found for Japanese beetles. Four- 
teen members of the Sandston Baptist 
Church were fishing off Smith Point in 
Chesapeake Bay when a swarm of the 
pests landed on their boat. The fisher- 
men, running low on bait, found the 
spots would hit the beetles just as fast 
as they would bloodworms and peelers. 
—J, B. Jackson, Richmond (Va.) News 
Leader. 


| Pens commer Michigan game patholo- 
4 gists may have solved the mysteri- 
ous malady which was killing elk by 
striking them blind in the Pigeon River 
State Forest. Suspecting some diet de- 
ficiency, the experts set out salt blocks 
containing cobalt. This year no sick 
elk have been found.—Kendrick Kim- 
ball, Detroit News. 


D EAD RECKON- 
ING. Like 


most birds, 

Queenie, a barn- 

yard variety of 

pigeon and pet of 

Reuben Smith, 

72-year-old Nova 

Scotia fisherman, 

doesn't like to fly 

before daylight. 

But when Smith 

goes out before dawn to tend his her- 
ming nets, Queenie waits till sunrise and 
then takes off to find her friend at sea. 
She never fails to pick the right boat. 
Her landing field is Smith’s shoulder. 
—Al Simmons, Cleveland News. 


ILM FLAM. Charles Fuller of Brock- 

ton says two lads on New Bruns- 
wick’s Miramichi River made the mis- 
take of asking the game warden to take 
a picture of the dozen black salmon 
they caught. He obliged, then took them 
to court where the picture cost them 
$300 in fines, their tackle, and loss of 
license for six years. The spring limit 
is one black salmon.—Wes Jenney, 
Brockton (Mass.) Enterprise 4 Times. 


OMBS AWAY. The California Depart- 

ment of Fish and Game “bombed” 
361,000 rainbow trout into 79 remote 
mountain lakes and 46,000 eastern 
brook trout into 20 other lakes in three 
days of stocking by plane—-a job that 
would have taken packtrains all sum- 
mer to accomplish. Furthermore, the 
rate of survival was much higher and 
the cost was only $1.25 per thousand 
compared to $15 or $20 by packtrain. 
—Tom Carmiciael, San Dieyo Tribune. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


— 


OADED FOR BEAR. 
Bird hunting 
in New Hamp- 
shire brought Bob 
Somers of Som- 
erville, Mass., one 
grouse and one 
200-pound bear. 
In making a wide 
cast the dogs got 
upwind of a bear 
and drove it right 
at him. He had just time to get a rifled 
slug in his gun and drop the bruin at 


‘about 25 feet.—Henry Moore, Boston 


Herald. 


FTERTHOUGHT. They were bringing 
the third white marlin of the day 
alongside Capt. George Dixon’s Tern 
two hours out of Shinnecock Inlet, 
Long Island, when the hook pulled out. 
Young Joe Moore, an experienced mate, 
went overboard in 20 fathoms of water 
like a flash to grab the fish before he 
remembered something. ‘Hey, I can’t 
swim!” he informed those on deck. He 
was hauled back aboard. Fish was lost. 
—Jim Hurley, New York Mirror. 


OG JAM. Spotting a cherry-bobber 

lure hooked on a log floating down 

the Cowlitz River, Willie Long of Ta- 

coma brought the log to shore—and 

salvaged 165 pieces of assorted fishing 

gear stuck to it.—Lew Holcomb, Ta- 
coma (Wash.) News-Tribune. 


B GAR. Short on minnows but long 
on baby gar while seining for bait, 
Paul Daly, Santa Fe wire chief here, 
and his son, Donald, found that the two 
to. three-inch baby gar outfished min- 
nows two to one on bass and crappies. 
Furthermore, the baby gar were tough 
enough to get two or three fish on one 
bait.—Upshur Vincent, Fort Worth 
Morning Star-Telegram. 


SSEMBLY LINE. 
After 12 
months in the 
Veterans’ Hospi- 
tal here, W. C. 
“arter celebrated 
‘it return to fish- 
ing by catching 
10 bass totaling 
27% pounds on 
one cast with a 
new eight-pound- 
test spinning outfit. He hooked some- 
body else’s lost stringer of fish in the 
strip pits of Hume, Mo.—Frank Alex- 
ander, Kansas City (Mo.) Star. 


D UCK soup. Ontario researchers’ fig- 
ure a flock of 100 mergansers, con- 
centrated on a one-mile stretch of trout 
stream for two weeks, could clean out 
500 trout a day, or 7,000 for their stay. 
The conclusion was reached after exam- 
ination of the stomachs of 150 shel- 
drakes. They yielded 320 trout averag- 
ing 5.8 inches in length for an average 
of nearly 2% trout per stomach. By a 
comparative estimate, each bird ate five 
trout a day.—Johnny Mock, Pittsburgh 
(Pa.) Press. 


USHION SHOT. Richard P. Daniels 

missed a running three-point buck 
by several feet, but bagged it. His 200- 
yard shot kicked up dust under the 
deer’s mid-section, but the animal 
dropped. The bullet had ricocheted off 
a rock and penetrated the buck’s chest. 
—Joe Dearing, San Francisco Call Bul- 
letin. 


N-AND-OUTER. 
Wayne Lowe 
of Portland was 
playing a 25- 
pound Chinook off 
the Columbia Riv- 
er’s mouth when 
the fish leaped 
right into his lap. 
Another flop and 
the salmon was 
over the side. 
Then Lowe proceeded to land the fish in 
the conventional manner.—Tom McAl- 
lister, Portland (Oreg.) Oregon Journal. 


UT OF LUCK. If you think you had 

tough fishing luck this: year, forget 
it. Dr. J. Carolus Brink of South Africa, 
one of the 42 competitors in the 11th 
International Tuna Cup match at 
Wedgeport, Nova Scotia, traveled 50,000 
miles in two years for nothing. Last 
year he fished three days without a 
strike. This year he brought a 500- 
pounder to gaff, but it broke away at 
boatside, smashed his rod tip, and was 
disqualified when boated by handlining. 
—Gene Letourneau, Portland (Maine) 
Sunday Telegram. 


XSHUN. Trolling Lake Temagami, 
Ontario, for lake trout with 400 
feet of metal line, Milt Muhlfelder of 
Albany struggled 20 minutes to pull in 
something that wriggled and felt heavy 
enough for a 35-pounder. It proved to 
be an ax, snagged by the handle with 
the free blade producing the action. 
—-Warren Flood, Albany (N.Y.) Knick- 
erbocker News. 





NOW! A 39'/* STORM WINDOW 


that protects your family all winter! 


New Trans-Kleer Storm Window 
Goes On in 5 Minutes Without 
Tools, Hooks, Screws or Nails 


Used by U. S. Army in Iceland and 
Alaska—Now Available to Public 


NOW .. 


. storm windows need no longer cost you up to $14.00! 


American industry has developed a lightweight flexible product 
that enables you to seal out wintry blasts for only 3912 cents a 
window! imagine it! For pennies per window you can insulate 
every room in your home! This new wonder material was de- 
veloped by the Gary, Indiana division of the famous Reynolds 


Aluminum Corporation for use 
by the U.S. Government during 
World War II. It looks like glass 
yet can’t peel off, never chips, 
shatters or rattles. It's actually 
flexible like rubber. 

This wonder product possess- 
es the tensile strength of over 
a ton for every square inch! 
It is crystal clear, not milky 
or yellowish like some plastic 
materials. It weighs less than 
one-tenth of the lightest glass 
storm windows developed. Not 
affected by snow, sleet, rain or 
dampness because it’s 100% 
waterproof. Won't crack even 
at 53 degrees BELOW FREEZING! 
Used In Arctic By Army 
This wonder material was 
first turned out by the Reyn- 
olds Aluminum Corporation 
during the last World War 
under orders from the gov- 


ernment. Miliions of yards | 


were shipped to Alaska, the 
Aleutians, Iceland, Greenland 
and later to the European 
fronts. It was used to protect 


personnel, planes, vehiclesand | 


ships from wintry blasts. In 
those critical days, it couldn't 
‘e purchased for love or mon- 





MAKE THIS TEST! 


On a windy ey. hotd a lit match in- 
side a cicsed window. wae first gust of 
wind will biow it Now 





ey. Now at last, through spe- 
cial arrangements with the 
Gary plant, large quantities 
are available to the public. 
Install In S Minutes 
Installing Trans-Kleer storm 
windows is simplicity itseif. 
You need no nails, hooks, 
screws or tools. Cut off re- 
quired amount with scissors, 
trim to fit your window, large 


or small, oval or rectangular. 
Then press on the special 
Adheso border and your storm 
window is firmly in place. 
Gives real winter protection 
—-you save $100 or more in 
fuel bills alone—to say noth- 
ing of the comfort it gives 
you and your family! TO AIR 
ROOM, SIMPLY LIFT ADHESO 
BORDER—THEN PRESS ON AND 
IT’S SEALED TIGHT AGAIN. Easy 
to clean, too—just use a 
damp cloth! 


Low Cost—-No Upkeep 
TRANS-KLEER comes in rolls 36 
inches by 432 inches and costs 
you but $3.95—-complete with 
Adheso border! That is enough 
for 10 medium sized windows 
—just 3912 cents each! In all, 
you receive 108 SQUARE FEET! 
(Ten giass storm windows 
cost from $79 to $160 or 
more.) Your Trans-Kleer is 
put up in 5 minutes, tops: the 
entire 10 in less than an hour! 
USE THEM IN YOUR HOME, IN 
CABINS, HUNTING LODGES, 
FARM UTILITY BUILDINGS, 
BARNS, HATCHERIES, CAMPS 


Has a tensile strength of 
feot and it stretches! then it it eprings ri 


juminum Corp. 


THIS AMAZING NEW sTees WINDOW STRETCHES WITHOUT BREAKING. 
gt one ton ai 4 square inch—yet ean push it with your 
back—undamaged! Developed in the muiti- 

iMions now in use 


millien dollar Gary plant of R 
wintry blasts in homes, farm buildings 


and facteries throughout 


Canada and the v's. 





AND ALL TYPES OF ANIMAL 
SHELTERS. 

Test At Our Risk! 
Here’s your chance to get 
Trans-Kleer storm windows 
on a HOME TRIAL BASIS. You 
can’t lose a single penny! Mail 
the coupon today and a 36 by 
432 inch roll—108 SQUARE 
FEET, enough for 10 windows— 
will be shipped to you immedi- 
ately. Air mail your letter to 
save time! Deposit only 3.95 
with the postman. Try Two 
windows in any room of your 
home—see how they keep out 
drafts, how they compare in 
temperature with other rooms. 


If you're not convinced they're 
every bit as effective as any 
storm window on the market, 
keep the TWO WINDOWS and 
return the rest of the Trans- 
Kleer for FULL $3.95 REFUND! 
Don’t wait—play safe! Order 
now and avoid disappoint- 
ment. If you wish to save post- 
age, send check, cash or m.o. 
with the coupon and we'll send 
them postage free. Trans- 
Kleers are sold exclusively by 
mail and ONLY by: 


CONSUMERS MART, Dept. 48-N-47 
352 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
CANADIANS: Order direct from Gonqumnere 
Mart. Dept. a ey ‘as sto Je dames St. 
Montreal i, P.Q. Add $1—total $i.05: 


asked. 

NAME 
ADDRESS .. 
sy Serer Gass 


pam of course. 
ship 
ER: 


CONSUMERS MART, Dept. 49-N-47 
352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 

rolls TRANS-KLEER at 3.95 each, enough for 10 win- 
dows or 108 SQUARE FEET, with special Adheso border. I 
will pay 3.95 plus postage on arrival. This is on a TRIAL 
BASIS. I will try TWO without obligation. If not delighted, 
I'll return the balance for my 3.95 back—no questions 


() SAVE a POSTAGE costs, by sending check, m.o. or cash with this 
thet case Same 


CANADIANS: Price in Canada is only $1 more—that is, 4.95 per roll. Orders 
ff. Address our Montreal! piant: CON- 
MART, Dept. 49-N.47, 45 St. James St. W. Montreal 1, P.Q 


Kary from Canada—no tariff. 


pestage te your door. money-back 
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